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^^Trince Charles was so sweet m 
prince that flesh and Hood could not 
resist following him. If I had a 
thousand lives I would lay them att 
^down here in the same cause/'"-' 
Speech of Aethub Lobd Bal- 
MEBiKO^ AT His Exeoution. 

''J once had sons, I now hae nane, 

I "bred them toiling savrly. 
And I would hear them a' again. 

And lose them a' for Charlie. 

''We'll over the water and over the sea. 
We'll over the water to Charlie, 

Come weal, come woe, we'll gather and g9^ 
And live or die wV Charlie l" 

Jacobite Bamxu 
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BLACK EVAN. 



Jl man ana a maUL 

^^My love she's hut a lassie yet, 

A lightsome lovely lassie yet. 

It scarce would do to sii and woo 

Down by the stream sae glassy yet,^^ 
But O to mtet m/y lassie yet. 
Up in yon glen sae grassy yet. 
For a' I see are naught to me 

8a/ve her thafs hut a lassie yetT 

James Hooa 

All mdlten glowed the occidental sky, 
Where purple clouds, deep-luminous, rose higb* 
Toward the zenith, mass on masses rolled, 
Eaeh lanced and laced wifeh that same ardent 
gold 
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Black Evan* 

And copper opulence which glorified 

Past utterance the west horizon wide, 

And would have formed a spectacle so bright^ 

So dazzling-rich, that never human sight 

Conld in its keen effulgence take delight. 

But that a merciful eliding mist 

Heat-born and palpitant, the amethyst 

And gold did softly veil, and did so blend 

Their smiting splendors, mortal man could! 

bend 
His gaze upon them, nor be doomed to find, 
Actaeon-like, his daring eyes struck blind. 



And Evan long gazed musing, long did stand 
Upon the little rustic bridge which spanned 
Bum-Erroch, in whose clear rock-thwarted tide 
A million bubbles globed and gleamed and died, — 
He stood, a statuesque dark figure, clad 
In ample kilt and careless dropping plaid; 
His cap, unfeathered, of the fashion known 
To-day as "Tam O^Shanter,^^ he had thrown 
Beside him on the bridge, and he was shod 
With rough worn foot-gear, which had plainly 

trod 
Through miles of weary heather and morass 
And many a thorny brake and stony pass, 
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A Man and a MaicL 

Dark russet gaiters of the roebuek^s pelt. 
While thrust within his leather hunting-belt 
Were knife and pistols. At a little space 
His heavy gun leaned by his game, a brace 
Of ptarmigan. One readily might see 
By his accoutrements and dress, that he 
Was neither gentleman of high degree, 
Nor yet a menial; not so high, but higher 
Preferment and advance he might desire, 
Nor yet so low Hwere vain to onward press^ 
Bereft of all essentials of success. 



Engilded with the glow the sunset shed. 

Black tossing locks lay clustered o'er his head. 

Above a clean-shorn face incarnadined 

Dark red just now, but which the moon would finci 

Eestored to its habitual clear hue 

Of brown, the blood tinct merely welling througK 

The healthy swartness, as there sometimes grows 

In tawny apples faintest flush of rose. 

His eyes were black, the velvety soft black 

Of royal pansies, and there dwelt no lack 

Of fire and force within their caverns deep 

Where mystic possibilities did sleep; 

The master limner, !N"ature, drew no line 

In Evan's countenance that was not fine, 
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Blade Evaa* 

That did not strength and resolution speak 
E'en from the fnll^ firm curving of the cheek 
Unto the forehead nobly square and high^ 
Nor did one feature this eflfect belie 
Of power^ although a dimple bided in 
The massive molding of his shaven dnn. 
And gave a touch of unexpected grace 
And gi^tle sweetness to his sad dark face. 

How Evan won his gloomy sobrigtiet 
Of ^TBlack/' the chronicler can no wise say, 
Unless his mates designed the epithet 
To shadow the complexional brunette 
Of the external man; his soul was white 
As Qalahad^s^ that perfect, purest knight. 
And still it may be that his comrades took 
Full cognizance of something in his look 
Of settled sombreness more stem and deep 
Than yet young faces commonly do keep. 
Not melancholy pale, nor fretting care, 
But liker black and terrible despair, 
'Such as a swimmer's, who, his eyes at fault 
By reason of the washing sun-smit salt 
Hath fancied rest and safety near do lie. 
But truth perceives and knows that he must die. 
Scant hope had Evan ever to attain 
What he would gladly stake his life to gain,*- 
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A Man and a Maid* 

Tie prizes wayward Fortune doth aDot 
As frequently to those who win them not 
By conscious effort as to those who slave 
To please her from the cradle to the grave. 
He burned to etch like olden knights his shield 
With blazoned scenes of tournament and field 
Wherein himself had played a victor's part 
By skill invincible and dauntless heart: 
He longed to hold an honorable place 
In lofty councils, and to serve his race 
Unconquerable, yet for some sad space 
Subdued in seeming. He aspired to hear 
A thousand plaudits ring upon his ear, 
The honeybells of music dropping down 
From waving wings and garments of Eenown, 
Who should from east to west, from north to 

south. 
Blow through the brazen trumpet at her mouth. 
His great achievements and his sounding name 
That e'en might overlive her brief acclaim 
To echo in the deeper tongue of Fame. 



Alas, poor Evan I This to-night did seem 
No more within his compass than the gleam 
Of wandering witch-fires in a sodden marsh, — 
To-night cold Beason spoke in accents harsh, 
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Black Evan. 

And jeered^ and laid her clammy^ damping 

clutch 
Upon his heart ; and at the words and touch 
Enthusiasm waned and courage paled^ 
And hope — ^poor timid hope! — completely failed. 

Then, when his life-tides were at lowest point. 
And all the times seemed "sick and out of joint,*' 
One who had long observed him from afar 
At last advanced, impelled as maidens are, 
By mischief, pity, curiosity 
To learn what might his meditation be. 
She was the daughter of the worthy laird 
Whose patronage and favor Evan shared 
With others of his own unhappy clan 
Disintegrate, the fall whereof to man 
Was dateless now, but whose poor remnant wore 
The self-same plaid and badge their fathers bore- 
She floated forward, still as the perfume 
That wafts across a bed of violet-bloom, 
A visitant most lovely, from the foot 
That might in trodden flowers new life have put, 
Unto the tremulous gold aureole 
Of tendril curls which round her forehead stole 
Prom out the heavy braid that held them back 
A la Cadogan, girt with ribbon black. 
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A Man and a MaicL 

Her Tobe^ as most becomes a maid^ was white^ 

Diaphanous and pnre^ all Tinbedight 

Save by a scarf that baldric-fashion crossed 

Her breast and shoulder. ^Twas not like the lost, 

Forgotten, faded tartan Evan wore, 

But waxed in strength and honor evermore, 

A silken sheen of mingled green and blue, 

The jewel-gleaming iridescent hue 

That in the trembling ethered arch doth float, • 

And glances on the wood-dove's burnished 

throat, — 
'Twas traversed, too, by many a pencilled line 
Of triple color in a bright design 
Of sunny yellow, white, and martial red. 
Inwoven quaintly, crossed, and crossleted, — 
A flaunting fabric 'twas, as ever rolled 
A stalwart Highland warrior from the cold, 
And yet the nymph's soft beauty needed such 
Definitive adornment as this touch 
Of gaudy color, for her charms, though great 
Past question, were yet over-delicate. 
Hers were the tints of seashell and sweet-briar. 
And hers a simple heart, whose latent fire 
No torch as yet had kindled; nor across 
Her path all daisy-prankt and paved with moss 
Did menacing wild branches moan and toss, — 
Her name was Stella, and she seemed indeed 
Set star-like o'er this world of lust and greed. 
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Black Evan* 

The fluctuant needle seeks at last the pole^ 
And she to her inevitable goal 
Went wanderingly, seeming scarce to see 
That she approached the forester, while he 
Still faced the sun with strong undazzled eyes, 
And deigned no word of rapture or surprise. 
He would not flatter her, nor would he say, 
*rEow shall I, who have yearned for you all day 
And prayed that QoA would turn your steps my 

way,— 
How shall I, now that fervent prayer is heard. 
Pretend to be by trivial wonder stirred?'^ 

'TiV^ould you have known, lad, had I passed you 

by? 
You did not start or turn when I drew nigh/' 

And Evan would not say **How should one start 
If dewy rose-leaves wrap the angry smart 
And sting of blisters?^' 

Lightly Stella sighed. 
And gazing where the foambells dancing died^ 
Said scarce above a whisper, 

"Evan, lad. 
My coming hitherto hath made you glad, 
*Tis rude to be with me, yet still be sad.'* 
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A Man and a Maid* 

But even as the maid thus kindly spoke 

Upon the young man^s countenance there broke 

A light of happiness: If truly she 

For him one moment such sweet sympathy 

And tender insight of his sorrow had, 

^Twas over-past, and he no more was sad. 

And yet he answered sombrely and slow, 
"You deem me wretched : Did you ever know 
Black Evan, as they call me, aught but so?' 

"Faith, Evan, yes, — His no such weary while 
Since Hwas your daily habitude to smile. 
Yea, sing with understanding, laugh and shout, 
A merry boy, who followed me about 
These fields, along the banks of this clear brook. 
Where oft we paused to con some precious book. 
Pluck clover-blooms, string daisy-chains, or share 
Some childish plunder, fruits or sweetmeats rare. 
Or bathe our little feet all rosy-bare 
In the wild rivulet so eagerswift, 
'Mid carols like the laverock's in the lift, — 
Ah, Evan ! you were happy ! — Do not say 
You were not, though 'tis haply past for aye/' 

But Evan answered, "I have had my day." 
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Black Evan* 

Then Stella underwent a sndden change 
As women will^ whose impulses do range 
From sweetest tenderness to scathing rage 
In vacillating moods which wage 
Dire conflict while one slowly numbers ten 
And then are merged in tenderness again,— 
And swift she spoke, with such a lightning-flash 
In her blue eyes as struck him like a lash, 
a^rpjg yQ^p Q^^j^ doing, — ^utterly to blame 

Are you, Black Evan! When just now I came 

I found you gazing at the sphinx-like sky 

As if you hoped upon it to descry 

Some vast deep message none but you might read^ 

Some necromatie sign, some fiery screed 

To guide your feet ambitious, and to lead 

To victory, position, wealth, and fame, — 

Ah, lad! you still are victim to the same 

Pond dreams that held you captive when a boy,— 

Why not content yourself with lower Joy? 

In safe retired obscurity stand back — 

Confessed outsiders do obstruct the track— 

And let the race be by your betters run !'^ 

Black Evan answered, "Betters I have none!'* 

"Ah, Evan ! fix your mind on simpler things. 
Content you with the good that each day brings,— 
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A Man and a Maid. 

Why plunge your sight in space? Far better 

scan 
Your honest humble gains, the ptarmigan !^^ 

For answer to the haughty damseFs words. 
One motion of his foot consigned the birds 
To Erroch, where they gaily bounded down 
And out of sight among the boulders brown. 

The wilful maid exulted in the frown 
Of pained impatience that directly barred 
Black Evan's brows and straightway set a hard 
Indomitable purpose on his face. 
He spoke no word for some brief breathing- 
space, 
But as we oft do see, there's little grace 
Vouchsafed by one who having long held fast 
His righteous anger, lets it go at last. 

"Tis scanty learning you acquired in France,— 
Naught but to broider, play the harp, and dance; 
They might have taught you wider range of 

speech 
Than this of yours, which cannot ever reach 
Beyond two topics: how 'tis certain I 
Must live ignobly and ignobly die, 
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V And how yourself upon the other hand 

By partial Fate will soon be called to stand 
Full high in royal favor. You do speak 
That which I will not hearken. Gnats are weak 
Low despicable creatures; but they sting, 
And so do you with each unlovely fling.'^ 



Fair Stella, who had felt her rose-tints blanch 
At the first onset of this avalanche. 
Recovering, replied, "Tis not all dark. 
Your future, Evan, — there's a tiny spark 
Of joy in thinking dark-eyed Bess o^ the Mill 
Still worships you and patiently bides still 
To be your gentle wife whene'er you will.'* 

^^Wby^ I was wrong: You learned yet more in 

France : 
I do perceive that if by any chance 
You cease to prattle of your high estate 
And my correlatively humble fate 
You straight some observations do prefer 
On love or marriage, — ^marriage! I aver 
I would not so encumber me, nor make 
Myself a fettered writhing thrall, nor take 
A wife though Paphian Venus' self stood by 
And wooed me for her husband, — ^no, not 1 1 
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A Man and a Maid* 

^Tis meet for silly girls to dream of love, — 
I thank my God I have a mind above 
Such trifling matters. As for dark-eyed Bess^ 
lliey say she loves and suffers; I confess 
That, could I love, no sweeter maid would I 
Desire within these lonely arms to lie, — 
But since I love not, I am shamed that you 
Should sneer at her so coldly as you do; 
Some men, 'tis said, look calmly on, nor feel 
A pang for others broken on the wheel, — 
You are of such a fibre. Do not dare 
To breathe her name again, except in prayer.^' 

**I will not, Evan, — sure I did not know 

My foolish, careless words could rouse you so/' 

*^Love is the rarest, sweetest thing on earth. 

No subject for a jest's unholy mirth. 

More sacred than the solemn sacred stars, 

N"or can I tell you how it frets and jars 

Upon me when the ignorant or base 

Do revel in defilement of its grace. — 

But come I 'tis late, and time you homeward 

went, — 
The dew is falling and the sky is blent 
To one soft darkness of cerulean blue, — 
Your father will be anxious." 
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Black Evan* 

"No, — he knew 
I came to seek yon, and am safe with yon/' 

And in the gloaming Evan smiled: ^Tia sweet 
When any lean on ns in trust complete. 
For trust is almost love. 

They passed along 
Toward the mansion, and a little song 
Of youth and joy did ripple from their lips, 
Their spirits being like "the buoy that dips 
And springs forever." Childlike, hand in hand 
They slowly strolled, and presently did stand 
A moment in the lofty portico, 
And Stella stayed him when he turned to go. 

"Wait, Evan I Sure you will not go away 
Until some word of penitence you say 
For your rude speaking?" 

*Was I rude indeed? 
I spoke with but a frankness which yon need.'' 

'TTou're sorry, Evan ? Do not let me plead 
Forever !" 

Evan yet unyielding stood 
And answered stubbornly, " 'Twas for your good F' 
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A Man and a Maid* 

"I said that / was sorry I" 

Then he felt 
His half assumed^ half real hardness melt. 
And bending on one knee before the maid 
He breathed, "Forgive me, mistress mine!" and 

laid 
His brow a moment on her fingers white. 
Then slipped into the silence of the night. 

And when he reached the bridge, again he bent 
Low o'er the rail where her slim shape had laant^ 
And reverently kissed the rongh-hewn bark. 
Then onward wended, singing, through the dark 
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Daiiclii$ Daps. 

'^^WiTll bring down the red deer, we'U bring down 

the black steer. 
The lamb from the brecJca/n and doe from the glen. 
The salt sea we'll harry, and bring to our Charlie 
The cream from the bothy and curd from the pen. 

^'Come o'er the stream, Charlie, dear Charlie, brave 
Charlie, 

Come o'er the stream, Charlie, and dine wi' Mac- 
Lean, 

And though you be weary, we'll make your heart 
cheery. 

And welcome our Charlie and his loyal train!" 

James Hogg. 

I know not if these times be, as ^tis said, 
Degenerate, if chivalry be dead, 
Bomance and high emprise a burned-out fiame> 
And passionate devotion but a niuue, — 
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Black Evaiu 

I think not so : Too well I love my kind 

Not to revere and trust them, not to find 

Full warrant for belief that even yet 

We love like Romeo and Juliet, 

That men among our kith and kin are brave 

As mighty Lancelot, and that Nature gave 

King Arthur's pure nobility to dwell 

In some high souls, and that another Tell 

Might draw the string as taut and aim as well. 

Nor lack there women who at will could slay 

A foe unerringly as did Corday. 

In many a quiet breast there lurketh seed 

Would spring to fruitage of impassioned deed. 

And hearts would thrill at duty's tocsin-call. 

Supremely proud to do, to dare, to fall, — 

Our modem means are simpler, that is all, — 

Effectual, resistless. We by votes. 

Not daggers, slit to-day oppressors' throats. 

Abuses bear with philosophic cheer. 

Empowered to correct them all next year, 

And needs must laugh to scorn a tyrant's chains^ 

Aware how he impermanently reigns. 



And yet the age I sing uprose supreme 
O'er all its brethren years. As in a dream 
An opal-snowy fane uprears, agleam 
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• 

With gilded pinnacles and minarets 

And peacocked lawns and diamond fotmtaii£« 

jets, — 
The dreamer, lingering until the dawn 
Bereaves him and the fair mirage is gone, 
Mourns all that dusty day, and longs to dwell 
Within those walls majestic, and doth spell 
The vision over, and can scarce endure 
The narrow circuit of his home obscure; 
So fancy^s architect a temple vast 
Hath builded me within the misty past,— 
Loth to confront the duties of To-day, 
Beneath its arches yet awhile I stray. 
Essaying its magnificence to tell, — 
If any care to hearken, that is well; 
If not, why, that is also well: the thing 
Was sweet to dream, and sweeter still to sing,-^ 
What matter if it perish ? It hath cost 
Lovers labor only, which is never lost. 

Quinquenniads thirty have departed, since 
The tragic struggle of the fated Prince, 
Charles Stuart, for his kingdom ; since he stepped 
Upon the shingle and the young heart leapt 
Within him as the heather-scented breeze 
Did winnow it from love of slothful ease 
And all the low desires that overseas 
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Had sapped at its high purpose; since he toiled 
To drill his soldiers, and his person moiled 
In rudest labor; since the fatal day 
His army fled dislinked, disprinced, away 
From dark Culloden's bloody bootless fray 
In hunted, harried fragments; since ho trod. 
Barefooted oft, the wet and clammy sod 
He longed to lie beneath; since he at last, 
Oft disappointed, found a ship and passed 
To kindly hospitable France, and east 
His hopes away forever. 

Never man 
Was loved and served so well since time began 
As Charlie Stuart; never did the sun 
In all his revolutions rise upon 
So true a people as this Highland one ! — 
ISot only did his faithful soldiers keep 
Close ward about him in his helpless sleep. 
Starve while he fed, go cold that he might lie 
The warmlier wrapped beneath the starry sky,— 
Not only did they haste to interpose 
Their very lives between him and his foes, — 
These are the common due prerogatives 
His place's virtue to a leader gives, — 
But money — ^thafs the touchstone! Money, — 

why, 
There's scarcely anything it cannot buy 
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If one pays high enough. The daily mart 
Is thronged with sellers, — ^here^s a maiden^s hearl^ 
A husband^s honor, secrets of the state, 
A brother's confidence, a client's fate. 
An orphan's future and a widow's trust, 
Clean hands, and consciences serene and just. 
And even human lives, — all, all for sale. 
Outweighed by mere mean gold-dust in the scale^ 

But Charlie, Bonnie Charlie ! Did the price 

Incalculable on his head suflBce 

To cause one single follower to swerve 

From utter loyalty and to deserve 

The hated name of traitor? Was there not 

One Judas in that wild and lawless lot 

Betrayed into betraying? 

Let it stand 
To the eternal honor of the land. 
This ringing, glorious, reverberate "No! 
None of the fallen ever fell so low !" 

But no one in the halcyonic days 

Of early summer did so much as raise 

The question of defeat. All hearts were fain 

Of Charlie's rumored coming. A refrain 

Of hope and gladness rose from peak and plain,, 

21 



Black Evaiu 

Was whistled in the plow-boy's merry note, 
Was flung from out the milk-maid's round white 

throat. 
Was echoed in the muffled beat of drums, 
"'Twill all be right when Bonnie Charlie comes V^ 

And no one his arrival more desired 

Than Evan did, whose heart and soul were fired 

With generous ardor. If his motives were 

Not wholly single, if a pulse did stir 

Of personal ambition in the flood 

Of potencies that chased along his blood 

And bid him strive and conquer, who shall say 

He was no true and noble knight? 

Not they. 
At least, who all their utmost power do bend 
To the fulfillment of one selfish end. 
Pursue forever vile inferior greeds. 
Nor serve their fellows' larger, higher needs 
So much as by a finger's lift. 

The lad, 
To forfeit, naught, — ^to gain, the whole world, 

had, — 
All that makes up a happy, honored life, 
Success, applause, a fortime, home, and wife. 
And well he knew that in the shock and strife 
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lOf riving lealms lay ampler, freer chance 
iTo win distinction and a swift advance 
iThan in his humdrum past, for war's a breeze 
That shakes Hesperian fruit from civic trees, 
Eich juicy windfalls, and he meant to seize 
His share of booty. Truly at the worst 
His inmost thought was only ^^Charlie first, 
'And Evan next V' 

But some there were with whom 
The word was "Charlie" till the crack of doom 
[Resounded in it, — "Charlie" first and last, 
'And only and forever, — ^who held fast 
Its syllables in hopeful hearts and high 
Until they shouted it in battle-cry, — 
Who, when its talismanic charm had failed. 
And bravery and ardor naught availed. 
Overshadowed by CuUoden's dark eclipse. 
Lay with it frozen on their pallid lips. 

And such a single high devoted soul 

Was Malcolm, Stella's father. He his whole 

Estate, clan, individual self esteemed 

But his in trust and mere reversion, — deemed 

The Stuart their true owner, — ^longed to bring 

The conflict near, whence Charlie, entering 

Scarce Prince, should issue Kegent, all but King. 
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And Stella too looked forward to the hour 
When he, attended by the French court's flower 
Should come in bannered triumph and in power 
His royal rights to take. She dimly knew 
Some bloody passages must be fared through. 
But chiefly dwelt, as thoughtless maidens do, 
Upon the minuets, the sparkling wit, 
The dalliance and the manners exquisite. 
And all the charm of change. 

Yet one among 
The four whose characters are slightly strung 
Like carven beads on the historic string 
Of Charlie's enterprise, did, shuddering. 
Withhold approval of the high attempt, — 
'Twas only dark-eyed Bess, who was exempt 
Prom hopes and fears for self. But all her heart 
Was Evan's, and for him she wept apart 
Exceedingly, — for him the simple maid 
Did groan in spirit, and grew sore afraid 
And waked at midnight with a stifled scream 
And dewy forehead from a hideous dream 
Wherein a stiffened mutilated corse 
She knew for Evan's 'mid the yellow gorse 
Lay stark and cold; and if she screamed aloud^ 
'Twas but to scare away the haunting crowd 
Of vultures. 

24 



Dancingf Days* 

But for wailing of no maid 
Is any heaven-appointed hour delayed, 
And in the noon of summer all the hills 
Whispered each other with reiterate thrills. 
Warm-flushed, gold-mantled, in their regnant 

prime, 
*^Now, now draws near the culminating time,^^ 
And all the winds in sibilant low hiss 
Breathed "not last year, — ^not next year, — ^no, but 

this r 
And blackbird^s pipe and belted bees' gay hum- 
ming 
Sang "He is coming, — ^Bonnie Charlie's coming !'' 
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III. 



eknnnnaii. 

August 30th, 1745. 

'7 hae but ae son, my gallant young Donald, 
But if I had ten they should follow Olengarry, — 
Health to MacDonald and gallant Glanranald, 
For they are the lads that would die for Prince 

Charlie. 
I'll to Lochiel, — to Appin, and hneel to them; 
Down by Lord Murray and Roy of Kildarlie; 
Brave Macintosh, he shall fly to the field wi' 

them, — 
These are the lads I can trust wi' my Charlie. 

"Wha wadna fecht for Charlie? 
Wha wadna draw the sword? 
Wha wadna up and rally 
At the royal Prince's word?" 

James Hogg. 
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But when he came — "0, what a fall was there 1^' — 
Of all anticipations fond and fair, 
And iris-glinting castles in the air, 
And towering schemes! 

For as of old the Jews 
Did to their great Messiah's claims refuse 
Allegiance since He came uncrowned and poor, 
The disappointed lairds could scarce endure 
The thought of Charlie coming with no fleet 
Of Gallic warships, and no martial beat 
Of drums, nor measured tramp of eager feet. 
No funds, no friends, no worthy armament. 
Unblessed of priests, unsanctioned by consent 
Qt James his father. 

The small ship Doutelle 
Which brought him, brought his force entire as. 

well, 
One hundred soldiers gathered by Lord Clare, 
While only seven gentlemen did dare 
Accompany him, — ^British to a man, 
No Frenchman aiding, — Thomas Sheridan, 
O^Sullivan, and Kelly, and a brace 
Of the MacDonald's bold intrepid race, 
Sir John and Angus ; Athol's Duke attaint. 
And Francis Strickland. 
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Ah ! no words can paint 
The consternation and complete dismay 
Of Charlie^s warmest advocates when they 
Were told the Prince undaunted would essay 
With such a handful to advance his cause 
And trample boldly on existing laws, 
Proclaim his father King, and in his stead 
As Eegent bind the crown on his own head, — 
In vain they sought to shake him; one by one 
Declared the thing was no more to be done 
Than staying in its course the rolling sun; 
Their pledges were conditional, in case 
Prench noblemen his retinue did grace 
With all their following : He erred, to cross 
The seas alone and court a certain loss. 

But Charles was firm as adamant,— disdained 
All counsels save those dauntless ones whicll 

reigned 
In his own breast, and gradually he gained 
The lairds recalcitrant, and slowly, one by one. 
As they at first refused, a net was spun 
About them, and they yielded to the wiles 
Of the young Chevalier, his winning smiles, 
His arguments, entreaties, and the strong 
Eomantic ardent love which they had long 
Felt for the Stuarts. 
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Foremost of the throng, 
Clanranald of MacDonald led the van, 
And proffered all he was, his wealth, his clan,— 
Personified dull Prudence must this man 
Admire, who, pausing not to ascertain 
If other partisans the Prince should gain 
Did o^er all cold considerations rise 
Superior, and joined the high emprise. 

Less easily was Cameron's Lochiel 

Persuaded to the project, won to feel 

That in the seeming-futile scheme was scope 

For ultimate success, induced to hope 

That haply Charlie yet might take his own, — 

Not Holyrood and Edinborough alone. 

But distant London and the English throne, — 

In vain the Prince exerted all the skill 

Which had subordinated to his will 

All hearts; Lochiel still obdurate remained. 

At last the Prince, with acquiescence feigned, 

Agreed: "So be it, — oft my father saith 

^Of our stanch servants none I think draw breath 

More loyal than Lochiel !' — He doth mistake, — 

I marvel how he can such blunder make ! 

Well, you at home in safety shall abide. 

Content to learn how turns our fortune's tide 

From public journals!'' 
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Then Lochiel, stnng 
By this reproach, incontinently flung 
Beluctance to the winds. "No! I will sha;re 
My Prince's fate and his reverses bear/' 
He shouted, "I and every man that lives 
O'er whom my nature or position gives 
Me sovereignfrjT P' 

If in the Prince's breast 
Grave doubts rose, they were wholly unconf essed^ 
And more than once he said if but six men 
Went with him he would dare the lion's den, 
Nor would go ignominiously back, 
Not making even semblance of attack. 
And that he would irrevocably cast 
The die for war when thirty days had passed 
Of August's brilliant progress. All good men 
And true he bade to meet him in the glen 
Of Finnan, for in that sequestered vale 
Whoever might convene, he would not fail 
The royal standard to unfurl. 

He found 
But solitude, enlivened by no sound 
iExcept the river's chafing in its bound 
Of stony walls, and scornful laugh of trees 
That mocked his expectations with the breeze. 
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Perbaps no darker hour e'er came upon 
The hapless Stuarts' last and wortiue&t son 
Than this humiliation most extreme. 
When for a bitter season it did seem 
No man had heard his call. Into a hut 
He passed, and hi^ diagrin and anguish shut 
From his attendants, — ^wrestled there alone 
In such grim agonies as might atone 
For heinous crimes, such intervital throes 
And paags of spirit as he ^nly knows 
Who decffias himself of <3rod and saan alike 
Forsaken. 



Hark ! there comes a sound to strike 
The ear that drowsy grows in death aWake, — 
On jMider hill there bums a sight to make 
The glazing eye flash with desire to take 
That vision captive with it to the grave! 
Then Charles from out that hovel's chamd-cavB 
Came sad and darkling, scarce to be roused up. 
So deeply had he drunk of sorrow's cup. 
And heard the craggy steeps and rocky fells 
Besound with plaudits hoarse and danfflnen'a 

yells 
And roUing cheers, en&usiastic notes 
Of fealty from multitudinous throats, 
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And ever as the loud sonorous tide 

Of brazen .Toarings sank and swelled and died 

The pipes^ wild skirling higher rose and higher, 

And .all the hillside seemed as if on fire 

So fiercely glowed the streaming scarlet plaids, 

Eed leaves wind-driven, of the Appin lads, — 

^Twas like an autumn forest all aflame 

And :carrying destruction that they came, 

Or -lifce a itorrent swollen to a flood. 

Yet not of water but of furious blood, — 

Down through the glen in full career they tore. 

As if already they did scent the war, — 

Thus came the Stewarts and the Cameron mei^ 

And in. a trice transformed the lonely glen 

Into a military camp. 

MacLeod 
Azxived anoaa, <31engarry, and a crowd 
Of lesser note, among them not the least 
^MaeS^iiald'rs Eieppoch, he who never ceased 
To serve the Prince till at Culloden's rout 
Heart-pierced he fell, and all his life went out. 

All in a moment Charlie's hopes did flare 
Like rockets from black nether-most despair 
To highest zenith. Straightlier he stood 
Than Norway pines, in perfect princelihood, 
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And regal seemed in very right of youtK, 
Of beauty, bravery, and steadfast truth; 
A curling cloud of floating flaxen hair 
Shone round his countenance cherubic fair,— 
A little cap, blue velvet and gold lace. 
Poised airily, his sunny head did grace. 
Embellished by his badge, the white cockade, — 
A tartan coat his handsome shape displayed. 
And on his breast, superb and sapphire-rayed, 
St. Andrew^s emblem blazed. 

Upon a knoll, 
The aged Duke of Athol did unroll 
.The silken standard they had brought from 

France, 
Its glorious motto "Tandem Triumphans V^ 
And as it floated, crimson, white, and blue. 
Twelve hundred voices tore the welkin through 
In benisons and vehement acclaims, 
"God Bless Prince Charlie V^ and 'TJong live King 

James 1^' 
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IV. 



CiDO ?areu>eH$« 

^*A8 Tie cam* marcMn* up the street 

The pipes played loud and clear^ 
And a* the folk cam* runnin* out 

To meet the Chevalier, 
Charlie is my darling^ 

My darling, my darling, 
Charlie is my darling. 

The Young Chevalier T 

Jacobite Beuos. 

^Oh, where, tell me where, is your Highland laddie 

gone? 
Oh, where, tell me where, is your Highland laddie 

gone? 
He's gone with streaming banners, where noble 

deeds are done. 
And my sad heart will tremble till he come safely 

home/' 

Mbs. Grant. 
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Full proud was Malcolm, proud was Stella, when 
Prince Charlie and "the seven Moidart men/' 
His first companions, and the lairds, Lochiely 
Auchgarry, Murray, Appin, and Ardshiel, 
Did pause upon their rapid southern way, 
And honored Malcolm's roof a night and day. 
They who the joung adventurer beheld 
In these fair days aflfirm that he excelled 
In arts of peace, as later he displayed 
The flbre out of which are warriors made. 
And later still sustained with fortitude 
Privations tmder which a peasant rude 
Might have succumbed. Eevered, beloved, blest 
Had been his ancestors had they possessed 
But half the virtues which adorned his breast. 
His graceful winning manners did enwind 
All hearts about him, — affable and kind 
Was he to humblest minions of the camp. 
And girlish-gentle, though the signet-stamp 
Of majesty was on his brow. His eye 
Failed never derelictions to descry. 
Yet passed them nobly, generously by. 

Methinks there^s something touching in the mtj 
At eve he junketed in jest and play. 
And danced with merry tiames and maidens g$J, 
And in the strathspey, reel, and minuet, 
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In many a boyish prank and pirouette, 

Endeavored — 0, so vainly! to forget 

Stem duty and inexorable truth 

For one bright hour. Poor Charlie! All hit 

youth 
Was burdened cruelly, and pleasure's breath 
Drew labored to inevitable death. 
For all his boyhood's dreams did but revolve 
About a dark and desperate resolve ; 
Eight months of feverish and strenuous strife 
Made up the climax to his blighted life. 
Closed with a final hour of such despair 
As lesser souls end with a bodkin bare ; 
Then months of homeless, hunted wandering 
Wherein he was that pitiable thing, 
An outcast beggar who had once been king; 
Then years of seeming apathy, deep racked 
By biting censure of each word and act 
And unsolved questionings. 

If darker fate 
Overtook him, if his spirit high and great 
Decadent sank, it is not ours to state 
His later weakness, — ours the task sublime 
To sing of Charlie in his pride and prime. 

In Malcolm's lofty medieval hall 

With rough mosaic floor, with panelled wall 
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Bich-hung with ancient trophies of the chase, 
And curious spoils of many a foreign race, 
And armor, rusty now as once ^twas bright. 
And shields antique with blazonings bedight, 
A regal banquet Malcolm furnished forth 
To all his friends and neighbors of the north. 
Pish, flesh, and fowl, unwonted wealth of fruity 
Bare wines, and delicate conserves to boot 
Were profiEered, while the violin and lute 
Made music sensuously wild and sweet 
And rapt the pulses to a quicker beat. 

The maiden Stella never seemed more fair 
Than now to-night she was. Her golden hair. 
Let loose from its detaining prison-braid, 
Around her neck in twining ringlets strayed, 
Surmounted by the snowy smart cockade. 
A twisted sash of Stuart plaid embraced 
Caressingly and close her lissome waist, 
While all her flowing robe was of the hue 
When twixt gray clouds Aurora blushes through. 
Or what the intimate bee-rover knows 
Who wins the inmost secrets of the rose. 
Now smiling and now serious, she tried 
To teach the Prince some Gaelic words, and cried 
In glee at his attempts ; but cried indeed 
When in a voice that trembled like a reed 
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With deep emotion Malcolm gave "Onr Guest,— 
The crown sit on his brows, peace on his breast. 
And may he be his people^s lasting rest!" 
She rose with all the rising, cheering host, 
And with accelerate heart-beats drank the toast. 
And then since revelry was at its height 
And wit waxed bolder with the wasting night. 
The daughter of the house slipped out of sight, 
And, longing for a moment ere she slept 
Of quiet peace, out in the moon-beams stepped, 
And there beheld a figure, dark and still 
As ruined cromlech on a pathless hill. 



Surprised she spoke, "Ah, Evan ! is it you ? 
You should be resting all this long night through. 

"My lady, do not chide. You surely knew 
I could not go without a closer word 
Than what will kindly be on all conferred 
By you to-morrow. I have waited, dear. 
Most patiently until you should appear, — 
I knew your spirit could not choose but hear 
At last the call of mine.^' 

^T)ear Evan, yes, — 
I would not linger, I would rather press 
With breathless forward haste and eagerness 
When those I love do call." 
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^TLove, — ah I yoo saj 
That holy word in too profane a way^ 
You do with sacred altar-vesBels play, — 
You have not loved/^ 

''Why, Evan ! that's unkind,— 
Ere I could speak, my half -awakened mind 
Turned all to love, and daily as I grew 
More, more I loved my father, Bess, and you,— 
I know not, — ^had my sainted mother staid 
Among us longer, haply that had made 
A difference, and all my love had been 
Hers and my father's ; but you twain stole in 
To occupy that precious vacant place, — 
Yet now you dare to tell me to my face 
I do not love !" 

Though Evan's heart was wild 
With pain of bafiSed hopes, he could have smiled 
At her blank ignorance ; her cheek was white 
In all the moonrays' searching silver light, 
And free from staining red. 

He could but see 
That as a knight of old slew monsters three 
Before he might the princess' bridegroom be. 
He must himself three things that did abide 
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Betwixt them and his passion did deride-^ 
Simplicity, Indifference, and Pride — 
Do unto death in some convenient way. 
And instantly he spnrred into the fnty. 

'^Td liefer list the hrook than hear you say 
You love, — such senseless false assertions are 
An unskilled thrumming on a sweet guitar P' 

Her innocent uncomprehending eyes 
Dwelt gravely on him, like a child's that tries 
To sound some elder implicate intent, 
And yet her startled color came and went. 

"Why, listen 1 Since your baby face I first 
Beheld asleep, my heart hath almost burst 
With loving you ! Then, Eros' bitter ban 
Fell on my budding life, and then began 
The thrall that binds me, boy and youth and man. 
To love you, Stella P' 

Such defiant blows 
Directly sped the first of his three foes, — 
At this attack Simplicity was fled. 

Then Stella murmured, '*But you always said 
You would love Bess if any !'' 
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'T7ere I dead. 
You would come vezing with your word of Bess 
About my cofSn! She to me is less 
Than wayside lilies! You alone I love. 
Adore, and worship ! my snowy dove. 
Forgive my passion and the fire thereof,— 
Forgive me, darling, if I lose control 
Of the impetuous chargers of my soul, — 
Forgive me, my queen, if now I speak 
A word to stir your heart and flush your cheek, — 
But Star! my Star! I love you, and my mouth 
For yours doth thirst as in a time of drouth 
The parching earth for rain! What is my life? 
Mere nothingness until I call you wife!'* 

« 

Then fell a stillness, sudden and complete. 
In which each heard, or felt, the violent beat 
Of the other's heart. Long mastered and re- 
pressed 
Like breakers passion surged in Evan's breast. 
And e'en its reflex had enough of force 
To faster drive along their placid course 
The streams of Stella's life. She drooping stood. 
New waked to sweet shamed sense of womanhood. 
Until he broke the pulsing silence' spell, 
And spoke once more : "I was resolved to tell 
My utter need before we said farewell, — 
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It was my right to speak and yours to hear, — 
Tifi done ! And now vouchsafe one word of cheer 
To him who goes — ^perhaps forever, dear !" 

She breathed, "0, Evan ! comrade, brother, friend ! 
The saints be with you and your life defend!^* 

Then slowly, timidly she did extend 
A little hand, which Evan caught and kissed 
Three times, — ^the first, as some evangelist 
Eeaching at last a distant long-sought shrine, 
Might reverently kiss reliques divine; 
Next, lightly as a sea-gull's doubting wing 
Skims o'er the billows green and glittering, 
Ejiowing too well a fathomless abyss 
Of yearning lies beyond the futile bliss 
And false allurement of a single kiss; 
Last, as the humming bird within the bell 
Of chaliced honeysuckle loves to dwell 
And languid lingers, deeming all the world 
Is by those fragrant petals over-curled; — 
So Evan kissed her hand, and swift she sped 
Up to her vestal bower, and laid her head 
On her cool pillow, but could not command 
Forgetfulness of what lay on her hand 
Immaculate till now; and there was such 
Strange eflScacy in that chrismal touch 
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It did snflBce her consciousness to keep 
Alert^ and ruthless held her from her sleep. 

But when the bright-eyed morning came again 
!A11 was forgotten ^mid the shouts of men, 
The tramp of horses, the wild pibroch's skirl, 
The parting with her father; and the girl 
Gave words and smiles to all. 



She stood with Bess, 
A little distant from the central press 
And hurry of the hour. Their arms were twined 
About each other, and their curls did wind 
Brown into gold, and hazel eyes and blue 
Sparkled with pride or timid-wistful grew. 

The final moment came, and Evan drew 
Near for a fleeting instant, — "Good bye, Bess! 
Pray for Prince Charlie, and may Heaven bless 
You ever, little playmate!" 

No caress 
Of tender words to Stella! But his eyes 
Gloomed velvet-black upon her till the rise 
Of mists therein betrayed his parting grief, 
And then he turned and strode beside his chief. 
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They marched, a splendid gallant cavalcade, 
The pipes all skirling loud "The white cockade,^' — 
They passed, and Stella wonderingly bent 
To leam why Bess so sudden-heavy leant 
Against her; and in fright she screamed aloud 
To see what livid pallor did enshroud 
The maiden^s visage ; and an anxious crowd 
Of servitors came running, and they laid 
Low on the sward the poor heart-stricken maid^ 
And sought to rouse her from her death-like swoon. 
While still the measures of the merry tune 
Back o^er the bum and craggy upland strayed. 
And shrilled of glory and "The White Cockade P 
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^Te hanks and braes o* bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae weary, fu* & caref 
Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird. 

That wanton'st in the flowery thorn, — 
Thou mind'st me o' departed joys. 

Departed never to return !" 

BOBERT BUBKS. 

The waning snnimer wasted not alone^— 
As when the mildew o'er a field is blown^ 
And all fair harvest-hopes are overthrown, 
Disease, that for long years will spare to smite 
The traitor, libertine, and parasite. 
The tyrant and the knave, and hath no spite 
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'Gainst idiots and hypocrites,— Disease, 
Ignoring multitudes of such as these, 
The riflE-raflE of the race, preferred to seize 
A tender maid. 



Death! They do thee wrong 
Who swear no senses unto thee belong. 
Who deem thine eyeless sockets wholly void 
Of visual rays, thy palate clogged and cloyed 
With loamy dust, thy bony hand bereft 
Of tactile skill, thy fleshly pukes left 
To mbtdder in eome chamel ! Thou dost keep 
Discriminative insight, and dost creep 
Into the chamber where a virgin head 
Beposes innocent, engarlanded 
By beauty, purity, and love, instead 
Of stalking boldly in some loathly den 
Where vermin swarm, abhorred alike of men 
And angels. 



Bess o' the Mill, alas ! alas I 
Too fair a creature was for Death to pass 
Untempted by, and now for many a week 
Consumption's scarlet flag hung in her cheek 
Of 'nSo Surrender!'' 
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Pate can never wreak 
Moie hellish hatred on us than to show 
Within a loved one's cheek that hectic glow^ 
Making more fair the fairness soon to go 
Out of the world forever. Twice have I 
Beheld the garden's sweetest blossoms die. 
Once long ago, and that unburied ache 
Eetumed within this current month to make 
The second stab more keen; twice have I stood 
Beside the bier of stainless maidenhood, 
And asked relentless Fate why these were let 
To perish in their bloom. And yet — and yet— 
I know not ! Truly they are past the fret 
And fume of living. 

Bess no longer came 
To visit Stella, for her failing frame 
Scarce held the strength to last throughout the 

day 
When tided over in most quiet way, — 
The burly miller by her used to sit. 
She clinging to his hand, for out of it 
Flowed strength, she said, and sooth she seemed 

more strong 
When he had sat beside her couch for long. 
But yet she oft dismissed him; then there came 
Her rosy mother, such a buxom dame 
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One conld but marvel how so blanched and frail. 
A slip could spring from stock so sturdy-hale j 
And sadly both the doting parents mused 
Upon their lily daughter, and refused 
To credit sometimes her approaching doom. 
And sometimes shivered in the chill and gloom' 
Of AzraeFs wings. 

And Stella, with the quick 
And ready sympathy for any sick 
That women have, came often to the millj^ 
In gentle tendance sweetly did fulfill 
A sister's office, and, all else above. 
Heard feelingly poor Bess discourse of love. 

One autumn day, when every breeze was stilly 

A golden dreamy day, imto the mill 

Came Stella, and she helped the fated maid 

Her fond indulgent mother to persuade 

That with impunity she might descend 

Once more into the garden ere the end 

Of sunmier's warmth. 'TTou know God will noi 

send 
Another summer, mother, to your child,*' 
Said Bess; the tortured mother bravely smiled^ 
And bid her be of cheer, and straightway sent 
Unto the miller, who obedient bent 
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Low o'er the girl, and jested : "Still thou art 
A goodly weight, my maidie I" while his heart 
Winced at the piteous lie. About his neck 
Her little clasping hands were as a fleck 
Of snow 'gainst ruddy granite, and his hair. 
Grief-grizzled, pillowed her thin cheek. With care 
Touching and infinite, he reached the stair 
And slow went down. Her friend and mother 

caught 
Her cushions, cordials, wraps, and quickly brought 
Them after. Through the quiet house they filed. 
Out in September's sunshine mellow-mild, 
Traversed the garden-precincts quaintly trim, 
Nor paused until the millstream's cressy brim 
They had attained, then by a glooming pool 
The elders left the maidens. Fresh and cool 
This frequent haimt was ; mosses green and brown 
Along the rivage swayingly drooped down. 
And oft there glanced, the fluent liquid in. 
The shy vibration of a rapid fin; 
A space above, the glittering cascade 
Of silvered beryl merry music made, 
And wove its work into a playful reel, 
And mocked the ponderous delaying wheel. 
While far below, o'er gleaming yellow sand 
The stream, a golden fleece, lay on the land. 
And irised waterfowl upon its edge 
Disported 'mid the reeds and rushy sedge; 
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Bat where the maids reposed the spot was dim 
As a cathedral and the only hymn 
That from the holy silence did arise 
Was but the drone of bees and dragonflies, 
Though haply 'neath its breath the water plained 
That its young mistress had not health regained, 
And nodding larkspur told the grievous tale 
To prince's-feathers, sweet alyssum pale. 
To morning-glories, to the flexile cress 
And aromatic mint. 

Ood help thee, Bess! 
And Gk)d help any woman in duress 
Of imrequited love! — a trapped wild thing, 
That can but dart from side to side and fling 
Itself despairing Against the barring cage, — 
Anon it springs again in futile rage, 
And begs for freedom with its bloodshot eyes. 
And dashes blindly to and fro, and tries 
By frantic struggles to escape, then lies 
Bebellious, panting, spent in griefs excess, — 
I say, God help such creatures! 

Poor, poor Bess! 
Her shaken breath grown calm again, she turned 
To Stella, saying, "Sweet one, I have yearned 
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To speak with you once more ! A dying swan^ 
Am I, dear Stella, and must linger on 
Till all my song be sung. You well may deem 
The voice exhausted and the simple theme 
Outworn; but as the water plunging o'er 
Yon rocks is not the same which heretofore 
Did toss and leap, so ever through my brain 
How new sensations of distress and pain 
And shame and joy ; and what I feel, to me 
Is freshly marvelodis, howe'er it be 
Familiar to the world. 

"I often lie 
Half through the night to watch the jeweled 

sky,— 
I do not care to sleep, for then, you know, 
I must stop loving him an hour or so !— 
And question which may be the blessed star 
That smiles upon my lad who lies afar, 
And pray that Heaven will guide him to success^ 
And thank the moss that pillows him, and gaes&. 
If now he dreams of glory or of Bess, 
And breathe upon the southward air a sigh 
That haply thrills him when it wanders by. 

"But oft I suffer when the world is still, 
For loud and resonant beside the mill 
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The water murmurs drippingly, and saith 
lake this his noble heart now drips in death T 
Oh, Stella, it is cruel! If a blow 
Of murderous dirk indeed should lay him low 
For many days and days we should not know, 
And we should careless move about and snule, 
And Evan would be lying dead the while! 
'Twere blasphemous! Why hath not man the 

skill 
JTo send by lightning over holt and hill 
Such tidings? 



"But some nights are even worse 
Than such as this, for then do I rehearse 
Our threefold jc^ of childhood, and the days 
Bemote, unrivalled, sweet beyond all praise, 
When I dared hope that Evan, even as I 
lioved him, would surely, surely by and bye 
Love me; but hesitant conviction came 
It could not be, and at the thought a flame 
Consumes me and half wild with scorching shame 
I restless toss and hide my face and beat 
With parching hands the lavendered cool sheet, 
And then my mother comes and gently turns 
My pillow, muttering The fever bums 
To-night!' 
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^This is a secret, Stella dear: 
I have no real fever; it is mere 
Heartsickness sprung from bitter sense of shame 
And stabbing fear of Evan^s scorn and blame. 



"He should not blame me, Stella I All my sin 
Is loving him, and that methinks should win 
An easy swift remission. He is strong, 
Large-natured, noble, and should count it wrong 
To treat with harshness such a helpless thing 
As I, and revel in my suffering! 
Ah, he is hard ! Myself could not despise 
A dog that loved me. 



"Haply in his eyes 
I am too low for love, for oft I seem 
But as a dog in some malignant dream 
Of blows and curses, spat upon and thrust 
Mangled and dying in the roadside dust. 
Oh, God ! I loathe myself, and I do fear 
His cruelty as slaves the overseer! 
What if he come and flout me to my face. 
And bid me overlive my foul disgrace? 
You do not fancy, Stella, that he laughs 
And jests about my passion when he quaffs 
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The wine at night? You know they say that 

men 
Boast of their conquests o'er and o'er again, — 
Oh, no ! he could not ! it would be a crime, — 
Dear Ood! sustain me in a faith sublime! 

'TTet oft these tiger-tearing fancies cease. 

And I know nothing save serenest peace; 

I feel I am not wicked, and I blush 

For shame no more, and happy tears will gush 

Only to think that God hath blest me so. 

And shown me Heaven's rapture ere I go 

To Heaven indeed, and taught me how to love,. 

And made me fitter for His courts above! 

What is my shame ? My heart hath overflowed 

With tenderness, and I have but bestowed 

More than was given me, which God hath said 

Is the more blessed portion. Oh ! instead 

Of this my love for Evan, and in lieu 

Of dying for him, as I soon must do, 

God might have sent me only common good, 

Dull stagnant years of wife and motherhood, — 

But not for that, nor to have been a queen, 

The highest, noblest, fairest earth has seen. 

All ruby-crowned and radiant, would I change 

This my experience so sweet and strange 

And terrible. 
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"Yet one more secret, dear: 
You haply wonder why I do not fear. 
Nay, rather long to die. Sweet, hark to this: 
When I am dead I think that he will kiss 
My lips at last, and Stella! I shall know 
Up 'mid the choiring seraphs, and shall grow 
To sing like Israfel! 



"Now let us go,— 
The sun sinks lower, and the air is keen, 
And once again my soul is shriven clean I 
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They brought her to her chamber. Nevermore 
She crossed the sill until six maidens bore — 
The youths all being absent at the war — 
Her body from the home that saw her birth 
To its last home "in some sad space of earth.* 
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VI. 



Preston pans. 

SEPTEMBER 21ST, 1745. 

^'Cope sent a Utter frae Dunbar, 
Saying, Charlie, meet me if ye da/ur. 
And I'll learn you the art o' war 

If you'll meet me in the morning! 



*'Then hey, Johnnie Cope, are ye waulcin' yet. 
Or are ye sleepin', I would wit? 
O haste ye, get up, for the drums do heat, 
fie. Cope, rise in the morning!" 

Adam Skirving. 

"0 who^s for Scotland and Charlie? 

wha's for Scotland and Charlie? 

The honnie white rose, the plaid and the hose. 

Are on for Scotland and Charlie! 
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*'Awa', awa\ auld Carlie, 

Awa\ awa\ avid Ccurlie, 

Oie Charlie his crown and lei him sit down 

Where ye've been sae long, auld Carlie T 

Jacobite Eelios. 

Avaunt! ye fragile evanescent shades, 

Who not unworthily did sing of maids, 

Of beauty, love, and summer! Hither come^ 

Ye muses of the thunder-throbbing drum, 

The crimson-rolling eye, the raucous shout, 

And sing of victory, defeat, and rout, 

Of pillaged mansions, cottages ablaze. 

Of slaughtered kine and horses, fields of maize 

And grassy meadowlands ensanguined o'er, — 

Sing all concomitants of hideous War! 

When George's army, under General Cope, 
Confronted Corry Arrack's ragged slope 
All gashed with stony gullies and ravines 
And foaming brooks and formidable screens 
Of bush and rock, where never any horse 
Could footing find, the English leader's course 
Was stayed, for it were madness sheer to dare 
Encounter mountain leopards in their lair. 
He lingered not the question to debate, 
Nor doomed his dalesmen to such bloody fate^ 
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But silently and promptly in the night 

Deflected unmolesting to the right; 

And this manoeuvre, which was ahnost flight. 

Was hailed next day with rapturous delight 

By all the Highlanders, and Charlie drank 

The fled commander's welfare: "Let us thank 

So kind an enemy, and let us hope 

All will befriend us like good Sir John Cope !'* 

Doubtless the fleeing general did guess 
His foes would follow him toward Inverness, 
Where on some heathery expanse of moor 
They soon should meet annihilation sure, — 
But Charlie was not to be caught with chaflf, — 
His stalwart troops delaying but to quaff 
Cope's health in usquebaugh, with flying speed 
Dashed southward o'er the mountain to the mead 
Of bloomy Garviemore. 

They paused at Blair 
In AthoPs vale, and were recruited there 
By Cluny and MacPherson, Oliphant, 
Strown's Eobertson, Eoy Stewart, Mercer, Qrant, 
And later in the loyal town of Perth 
Brave gentlemen of fortune, wit, and birth. 
Most welcome partisans, declared for Charlie, 
Lord Naime, Strathallan, Ogilvy of Airlie, 

6t 



Black Evan* 

And two of gifts diverse but equal worth, 
The Lord George Murray and the Duke of Perth. 

On day by day the little army swept, 

And constant valued acquisitions kept 

Their numbers crescent and hopes high the 

while ; — 
Glencoe^s MacDonald, Drununond of Glengyle, 
Lord Elcho, Paterson, Kilmarnock's lord, — 
Though wraith-warned that his sole unmeet re- 
ward 
Should be the block. 

On, on they sped amain 
By Stirling, Falkirk, Linlithgow, Dunblane, 
O'er glorious Bannockburn's historic plain, 
Ifot intercepted once, until they passed 
Triumphant into Edinborough at last. 

jubilant rememberable day! 
The thought of thee was a golden ray 
In dungeons, through emasculated years 
Of weak repinings and of senile tears! 

At the Old Market-Cross, so long renowned 
In Scottish annals, thousands did surround 
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The pursuivants and heralds, who proclaimed 
As King the Chevalier St. George, and named 
His son as Eegent, while fair ladies waved 
Their hands for him who at a glance enslaved 
Their suffrage. Madam Murray, famed for wii 
And faultless beauty, volunteered to sit 
On horseback near the Cross, a sunbright sword 
Clasped in one hand, whose fellow did award 
The Stuart^s badge. 

The loyal populace 
Augured most happily from Charlie^s face. 
And swore ^twas passing easy to deduce 
Therein resemblances to Eobert Bruce, 
His greatest ancestor, whose portrait all 
Had seen and studied on the palace wall; 
And so, escorted by the multitude. 
He reached his rightful home at Holyrood, 
And one old Jacobite, Hepburn of Keith, 
Met him with joy, and drawing from its sheath 
His sea-blue sword, as if withal to say 
"0 liege, myself and this are yours for aye!^^ 
Preceded him upstairs and showed the way 
Unto the council-room and banquet-hall; 
And in the evening a festive ball 
Ensued with stately pageants; and when all 
Was done, the Prince slept haply in the bed 
Where sweet Queen Mary laid her gracious head. 
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And all these weeks they had not heard nor seen 
Sir John. From Inverness to Aberde^i 
He marched, and thence embarking for Dunbar 
Arrived the very day that Charlie^s star 
9miled on his happy coming home. Not far 
Could be the day of battle now. 

There were 
^Mid Charlie^s new adherents men like Ker 
Of Gordon, Stuart Threipland, Kellies' earl. 
Sir David Murray; to the pibroches skirl 
MacLauchlan led five hundred of his name; 
Nor least was honest Elphinstone, who came 
To be Lord Balmerino. 

Charlie^s men 
Were greatly fearful lest Cope should again 
Escape them as at Corry Arrack. No, 
He was no coward, but was bending low 
'Neath burdens past his strength, nor could con- 
trol 
Eesponsibilities which try the soul, 
And when at Preston he his foes did meet. 
He led his forces to assured defeat. 

The Highlanders were strong sni active lads. 
And fiercer seemed by reason of their plaids 
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UTindrhlown, and variegated philabegs, 

Which ahowed their musGular and naked legs, — 

Stem were their features, and their bushy hair 

Lfiut them a barbarous Imposing air; 

Their sole artillery was but one small 

Unmounted cannon, only fit to call 

The men to march; but they desired to haul 

^^The muskeVs mother^' with them. Almost all 

Had swords or firelocks, and a lucky few 

Had both; hut all MacGregor^s reckless crew— 

Jamfts Drummond, famous Bob Eoy^s son was he — 

Had foulest weapons ever foe did see, 

A scythe-blade, keen, malevolent, its haft 

Imbedded firmly in a pitchfork's shaft,— 

In the first onslaught, uttering his yell 

''The High Wood V this MacGregor fainting fell, 

Shet-riddled, sabred, being pierced by five 

Sore wounds, which happily he did survive. 

And as he lay he raised his bleeding head 

And shouted fiercely, "Lads, I am not dead, — 

No, no! By God, I tell you I shall see 

If yo» slight duty to the king or me!'* 



WeU,. no MacGregor did his duty slight. 
But joined to make the battlefield a sight 
Far more appalling than a common fight,^ 
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For from the scythe-wounds so unwonted deep 
Unwonted gouts and spurts of gore did leap,— 
Here lay a severed head with features grim, 
And here a trunk and there a blanching limb^,— ^ 
No more, no more! Eevolted senses swim 
In contemplation. 

Evan, — ^what of him? 
Malcolm and Evan lusted to obtain 
A battery which poured a leaden rain 
Among their ranks : There was an instant dread 
Of waiting ere upon the charge they sped. 
And Evan thought of Stella, and a prayer 
Stirred in his heart, but perished, strangled there,. 
For a tense steelness strung and nerved his form,, 
^^The green malignant light of coming storm'^ 
Glared wolfish in his eyes, his gleaming teeth 
Were savagely and beastlike bared from sheath 
Of lips, and suddenly it seemed more sweet 
To murder and be murdered than to meet 
Fulfillment and fruition most complete 
Of all desires. Then Malcolm gave the cry 
*^Craig Strathy !" and the clansmen seemed to fly. 
The brassy targets shining, and on high 
The broadswords brandished; but the red-coats 

back 
Beat all who hurtled on in this attack, 
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All, even Malcom, saving Evan alone, 

Whose heart shrank, not from fear, while of its 

own 
Apparent intuition and accord, 
Athirst for blood, his yet nnsnllied sword 
Buried itself in tissues yielding-soft. 
And Evan sickened as his victim coughed 
In death, and backward fell, and flung aloft 
A scarlet geyser; but he now had fleshed 
His maiden sword, and at the thought refreshed,, 
Eevivified, exultant, Evan sprang 
Forward again, and his good weapon sang 
High whistling overhead, and down it rang 
Upon an English skull and clove in twain 
Clean to the shoulders blood and bone and brain,— • 
Again, again he struck and gave the yell 
^^Craig Strathy V and like ocean-billows' swell 
The mighty wave of fierce resistless men 
Dashed roaring, rolling up the hill again. 
And drowned as breakers drown the choking cries^ 
The helpless grasping hands, the starting eyes, 
And surged round Evan, seemed to form and rise 
And sweep him on to terrible emprise, 
And earth and heaven shook to hear their cries 
Of "Evan ! Strathy ! Evan !" and they passed 
Sheer o'er the spot where Gardiner had massed 
The dreaded cavalry; and headlong fast 
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They saw dragoons along the park wall run 
in craven fear, and knew the day was won. 

Modest yet confident was he, when brought 
Before the Prince, who praised him and besought 
To know the guerdon dearest to his thought. 

*^A f(BW days' furlough/' 

"Ah, — I do not know,— 
Too many of our men with plunder go 
Straight home, and thin our slender forces so,— 
You are not niggardly, — ^why haste awayP' 

"To see a maid.'* 
"A sweetheart, haply?" 

"Nay,— 
A dying sister, let me rather say/* 

"The leave is freely yours, — Go, comrade brave,-** 
May Fortune's banner o'er you ever wave I" 

In victory's intoxicating hour 

Not flushed imworthily with sense of power 
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Was Bonnie Charlie ; calmly he displayed 
Such noble qualities of soul as made 
Him dear to e'en his vanquished foes. He staid' 
Till mid-day working on the field,— essayed 
To bind the wounds and slake the raging thirst 
Of those who moaned and suflered. In his first 
Epistle to his father there is shown 
Such sweet forbearance as is seldom known 
In conquerors. He could not bear, he plained, 
To think that this his triumph was obtained 
O'er Englishmen, who might and should have been^ 
His own true subjects, and he would not sin 
By exultation, — Edinborough should not 
Rejoice when he returned ; it was his lot 
To kill, but Englishmen should never rot 
Above ground; all the Highlanders refused 
To bury them, but if his own hands used 
TJnskillfuUy and slow the pick and spade 
The trenches must and should somehow be mad&r 
And decent burial given. 



It is said 
A coarser brutal conduct would have sped 
His fortunes better. Haply that may be : 
Too clement and magnanimous was he, — ^ 
But 'tis a godlike failing! 
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He allowed 
No demonstration by the city's crowd 
When he returned, no rockets, no parade, 
Nor bonfires; but a hundred pipers played 
Before him, 'mid the wild hurrahs of men. 
This air: '^The King shall have his own again!** 
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VII. 

CDe passing of Bess* 

**Oane were hut the winter ca/uld. 

And gane were but the snow, 
1 could sleep in the wild woods. 

Where primroses blaw. 

**Cauld's the snaw at my head. 

And cauld at my feet. 
And the finger o' death's at my B*en, 

Closing them to sleep. 

**Let nane tell my father. 

Or my mither sae dear; 
ril meet them baith in heaven 
At the spring o' the year" 

Allan Cunninoham. 

Thrice happy Evan ! ^Tis a moment sweet 
When Youth and Love lay down at Beautjr^s feet 
Their laurels! Sweet indeed it is to mark 
.The eyes afire with pride, or dewy-dark 
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With tears of tender pity, or aghast, 

At but the thought of some great danger past 1 

All this read Evan in his lady's eyes, 

Who heard with heaving breast and joyous cries 

The details of the hazardous emprise. 

And scarce could Stella satiated be, 

Since equal interest she felt in three, 

And so a tripartite recital he 

Was forced to make: How Malcolm gallant bore 

Himself that day he told her o'er and o'er 

And how completely Charlie did evince 

All manliness that doth become a prince. 

And finally how he himself had fared 

Eeluctantly yet proudly he declared. 

It seemed she had forgotten what had passed,. 
Between them at the moment of their last 
Strange interview; nor did the time befit 
That Evan should again recur to it. 
And press on Stella his impassioned suit 
When rifted was another maiden's lute, 
Untimable and all its music mute, 
For love of him. 

They spoke with bated breath 
Of their sweet playmate in the clutch of deatb^ 
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And Evan grieved he eonld not drive away 
The ugly grinning monBter from its prey. 

*^How long hath she to live?'* 

^Terchance she stays 
For flight angelic poised, yet three more days/* 

^^What think you, Stella, — ^were it well I went 
And those three days beside her pillow spent?'* 

**Well wonld it be; — ^for you may surely give, 
Out of the many thousands you shall live. 
Three little days to her who gives for you 
Her very life, — so, Evan, lad, adieu ! 
Adieu, — God guard your waking and your sleep- 
ing^ 
And ever have you in His kindliest keeping!^' 

So Evan at his lady*s high behest 
Abode three days the miller's welcome guest 
Beside the plaining stream. When he went in 
To Bess* room, her brow and cheek and chin 
Bosed delicately over ; *twas the last 
Expression of that fierce consuming blast 
That burned her up alive. — It swiftly passed, 
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And with it earthly passion^ and she lay 

Pale, purest gold, all dross refined away, 

An angel almost, of another sphere 

Than ours, whom never agony nor fear 

Could touch again. She loved indeed to hear 

Of Evan^s exploits, but as on a height 

Of dazzling snow the sunset's latest light 

Dwells crimson, yet too utterly remote 

To warm or comfort, so her smile did float, 

Brief radiance, which could not deceive or cheer 

The three who cherished her and held her dear. 

A gift had Evan brought, a simple thing. 

Mere silver set with turkis in a ring, 

Not filched from some dead warrior's stifiEened 

hand, 
But bought at Perth, when he had kindly planned 
To give and watch her joy in taking. Now, 
He ventured scarce to give, and marvelled how 
He read her heart so ill, or ever dared 
To think she might for such a toy have cared. 
She listless let it on her pillow lie. 
And to his gaze inquiring made reply, 
Languidly smiling, "Dear, when you are by, 
There is naught else for me, — ^that holds the sum 
Of all ecstatic hopes. If I am dumb. 
It is with joy. I feared you would not come 
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To help me die, and almost died before 

My time in fearing so, — ^but you will nevermore 

Go from me, Evan?" 

"0 my childhood^s mate, 
I thank my God it is my blessed fate 
To serve upon yon now, nor will I go. 
While you have need of me, though trumpets blow 
And bugles call to battle!" 

^^Be it so,— 
X shall not stay you long. As from a dream 
One sweating wakes in agony extreme, 
And fears remembered horrors will project 
Throughout the day, I did in dread expect 
To quiver to the last with that keen thought 
That I had given myself unloved, unsought, — 
Oh, I have suflfered, dear, you do not know ! 
Thank God you are a man, and being so 
Can never feel yourself a feeble, low. 
Unvalued thing! I used to long to tear 
My trampled heart out, crying, Can I bear 
To live in the same world with him? And yei, 
Blessed be Mary, now do I forget 
My gnawing shame and sharp fantastic fears. 
And Death^s wide wings have fanned away my 
tears. 
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I think you, Evan, of such lofty worth 

You cannot scorn the meanest thing on earth, — 

You did not, do not hate meP' 

*^0 my sweet, 
Lovely thou art and flowerlike complete 
From dark-tressed head to dainty little feet I 
Eyes never saw a fairer face and form 
Than thine, nor did a heart more true and warm 
E'er heat in maiden's bosom ! Thou shalt be 
The perfect type of womanhood for me 
Forever, darling! Often I shall see 
Maids praised of men for very queenliness 
Of soul and body, and shall deem them less 
Than altogether sweet, remembering Bess !" 

So Evan spoke, and what he could he gave. 
The faithful tendance of a loving slave ; 
All day he read to her, or lilted soft 
The ballads they had sung together oft; 
At night he lay near by, and started up 
At her least sununons with a cooling cup ; 
And when each bright unsympathetic dawn 
Looked smiling in to find her not yet gone. 
And piteously she asked, "You will not go 
To-day?" he answered gently, "No, dear, no!'* 
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Nor did he speak of battles nor intrude 
Dark themes upon her sacred solitude^ 
But often would he stoop to kiss her cheeky 
^r brow^ or little hands so wasted-weak. 

^And in the third dark midnight hour she passed. 
Poor maid, and four were with her at the last: 
Her parents knelt and prayed with sobbing breath 
[That her sweet patron saint Elizabeth 
Would guide her through the fearful strait of 

death ; 
A holy father stood and chanted slow 
•Soft blessings on the soul so soon to go; 
But Evan sat beside her as she lay, 
And closely clasped her hands and was her stay 
Until the end, and her last broken word 
Was breathed to him, for when she no more stirred. 
And all was almost over, and the clay 
Seemed clay indeed, its tenant fled away. 
Then, ere her spirit winged its flight for heaven. 
She tried to smile, and whispered ^^Oood night, 

Evan I'' 

Then finally the fluttered breath did cease, 
And the priest said : "God rest her soul in peace I" 



And Evan rose as blind, his vision dim 
For her "whose only fault was loving him, 
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'And sought the thymy garden, where he mused 
Long on the destiny which had refused 
To Bess that hoon she did so deeply crave 
And it to one all undesiring gave. 

Alas ! it is a pitiable lie 
That "Love gets love \" Let never maiden try 
Her need to solace with such fancy. Still, 
It sheathes a grain of truth: a woman will. 
Indeed, think kindly of a man, though knave, 
Fool, villain, who is her devoted slave; 
But if the charm be but reversed, why then 
It holds not ever; ^tis ordained that men 
Should slightingly consider those who deem 
Them demigods, ineffable, supreme. 

When he had musing strolled an hour's space 
They called him in to gaze upon her face 
Once more. All draped in snowy white, 
And misted o'er with gossamer as light 
As foam-flakes, with six waxen tapers bright 
About her head, she lay in utter rest. 
Her hands transparent on her virgin breast. 
And 'neath its coronal of braided hair 
Her countenance shone most unearthly fair. 

And Evan softly bade the stricken pair 
Adieu, and that white vestal vision bore 
Back to the reeking shambles of the war. 
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January 23bd, 1746. 

"OA, our sodger lads looked braw, looked fyraw; 
TTi' their tartan Tcilts and <jf, and a\ 
TTi' their bonnets and feathers and glitterm* gear. 
An* pibrochs sounding sweet and clear. 

wha is foremost o' a\ o* a'f 
O wha does follow the blaw, the blawt 
Bonnie Charlie, the king o' us a', hurrah! 
Wi' his hundred pipers an' a\ an* <fl 

Vh, its owre the border awa\ awa\ 
Ifs owre the border awa\ awa'. 
We'll on an* we'll march to Carlisle ha*, 
Wi' its gates, its castle, an* a', an* a*!** 

Baboness Naibnb. 
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Prince Charlie^s motto "Tandem Triumphans, 

Was strongly ratified at Preston Pans, 

And Jacobites ceased thenceforth to conceal 

Their secret sentiments and hidden zeal, 

And all through Scotland sudden turned the tide 

Of men's opinions; on the Stuart^s side 

Many who were at first his bitter foes 

Did range themselves, along with some of those^ 

Conveniently dubious, whose creed 

Political sways like a bending reed, — 

Yet 'tis a question whether such indeed 

Be rich accessions. 



Women, of one mind 
For this once only, did agree to find 
The Prince all that was gallant, courteous, gay, 
And owned, or dared not own, the mighty sway 
His brave romantic soul and handsome face 
Held o'er their hearts. There was a matchlesa 

grace 
About him, seeming won from time and place 
Bemote from theirs; he was a Fairy Prince, 
Who wore the Eoyal Stuart tartan's tints 
In chequered velvet, with keen jewel-glints 
On bonnet, hilt, and baldric. Holyrood 
Had sixty years in cobwebbed solitude 
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Stood echoless, till Charlie held his court 
Within it8 precincts for ^ season short. 
^TTellow-haired Laddie !^' Justly wert thou dear, 
For at thy blithe behooving did appear 
The pomps and pageants of a vanished year, 
While masques and plays for ladies fair and fond 
Sprang into being at thy lifted wand. 



Halkston and Lord Pitsligo promptly stood 
For Charlie ; Nithsdale ; Moir of Stonywood ; 
Young Frazer, brightest youth of all the host 
St. Andrew^s University could boast; 
Old Gordon of Glenbucket; Lord Kenmure; 
KirkconneFs Maxwell; Kinlock, and Glenure; 
Bollo of Powhouse; Townley; Anderson; 
And Menzies brave of Shien; all these were won. 
While fair Dame Murray and the Lady Airlie 
Beside their husbands followed Bonnie Charlie. 



The English government had ever deemed 
The insurrection trifling, but it seemed 
Well worthy of consideration grave 
After the swashing blow the rebels gave 
At Preston Pans. Had England recognized 
How pitiful the force which jeopardized 
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The Hanoverian Elector's crown. 

She might have pnt the futile outbreak down 

With scarce a struggle. But when Marshal Wada 

Beached Tyneside he was startled and dismayed 

By wild exaggerations, — so delayed. 

And paltered. 

Oft are blunders made 
Through mad, precipitate, unseemly haste, — 
Yet better risk it than one's hour to waste 
In debile indecision. 

Wade's was not 
The failing of the Prince ; nor yet too hot 
Was Charles in plan or act. He left no chance 
Untried, — sent messengers to France, 
And to each sullen disaffected laird; 
Then, being master of all Scotland, dared 
Advance on England. 

Charlie walked ahead, 
And waded deep in mud and snow, — ^his bed 
Was oft but moss in shepherd's hut or shed; 
Dalkeith and Kelso, Lauderdale they passed, 
And traversed Annan sweepingly and fast, — 
On, on they marched, and nothing did impede 
Their rapid progress southward to the Tweed,— •• 
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Scarce fordable it was^ but in they dasUed, 
And pausing in midstream^ the mud^ets flashed^ 
And a reverberating fervid shout 
From woody hills called frightened echoes out, — 
Through Jedburgh on they swept, through Liddii- 

dale. 
Through Haggiehaugh like leaves in autumn gale,^ 
And in the dusk of a November day 
Across the English border took their way 
With waving swords exidtant, proud to stand 
So soon upon the soil of Cumberland; 
But brave Lochiel deeply cut his hand 
In drawing forth his claymore, and the me% 
Wise in the wraith-lore of the fell and fen, 
Deemed it an omen ill, and ceased to smile, 
Though firmly on they pushed mile after mile 
Through Beddings and through Eowcliff to Cai» 

lisle. 
The key of England northward. Seven dayg 
They patient lay before it, planning ways 
To take the town. In forests and ravines 
They hewed down trees and therewith made 

fascines 
And scaling-ladders, and from shelter-shades 
Of trenches held their bonnets on their spadea 
In gay derision of the castle's fire. 
And finally above a bastion-spire 
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A white flag floated, and the fort and town 
Surrendered, and at Charlie's feet laid down 
Their arms. 

Then on through Lancaster they sped, 
Through Penrith, Wigan, English Preston dread^ 
Which hated hamlet had rejoicing seen 
The Highland arm/s rout in "The 'Fifteen/* 
And entered Manchester, amid a merry din 
Of bells and shoutings; and it was therein 
That all the Englishmen the Prince did win 
Were gathered. 

On intrepidly they wheeled 
Through Gawsworth, Ashbourne, Leek and Mac« 

clesfield, 
To Derby. 

England's fate and Charlie's own 
Depended on the cast that next was thrown: 
After a bold triumphant swift career 
He had approached so dangerously near 
To London that all hearts were struck with fear; 
The great Bank tottered, trade was paralyzed. 
The burghers fled in terror undisguised; 
Newcastle's Duke, the Secretary of State, 
Passed a whole day in anxious soul-debate 
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For George or Charlie; and the timid King 
Held all his yachts in readiness to wing 
Away for Germany if fate should bring 
His brilliant rival nearer. 

Anything 
Of course seems better now than what was done; 
But of the Prince's aides there was not one 
For going forward. English Jacobites 
Had failed to rise and rally for their rights; 
No help had come from France; they could expect 
Naught but annihilation in respect 
Of three vast armies which ten times outranked 
Their little handful and surrounding flanked 
Them on all sides. To Scotland they must straight 
Eeturn, though unsubmitting, and await 
French aid. 

In vain Charles pleaded, all but wept, — 
The chiefs unmoved their resolutions kept, 
And stealthily and swift the army stepped 
Next morning northward. Charles reluctant crept 
Some hours behind; and all the common men, 
Seeing familiar roadside marks again 
And learning so that they were in retreat, 
Waxed first indignant, then sank in complete 
Dejection; and crawled on with leaden feet„ 
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Nor would admit that sixt}- thousand gave 
No chance for sixty hundred Hector-brave, — 
Nor did their sullen frowning mien relax 
Till suddenly their hearts did melt as wax 
On reaching Scottish ground, the picturesque 
Dark northern border of the foaming Esk. 

Through Annan they proceeded, through Dum- 

frie^*, 
That nest wherefrom ^'in piping times of peace'* 
Ten lustres later heavenward there sprung 
The sweetest lyrics of the English tongue, — 
Then on to Glasgow, where the troops were new 
Accoutred, and assembled for review. 
And restless broadswords freshly whetted grew 
Aflame for carnage. 

Marshal Wade remained 
At Newcastle, and one who but disdained 
The Highlanders, and who had foully stained 
His record — General Hawley — ^was dispatched 
To quell them finally, and so they matched 
On Falkirk Moor. The prince at Dunnipace 
Had crossed the Carron; to the destined place 
Came swingingly; and then ensued a race 
Between the armies; but the mountaineers 
Found their competitors were no compeers, 
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And nimbly gained the summit of the hill. 
And laughed to see their foes confront the ill 
Of smiting snow and rain, while whistling shrill 
The wind did snatch their breath and seal their 

eyes, 
And suddenly with loud ferocious cries 
The clansmen fired, then charged in such attack 
They who stood firm at Fontenoy fell back 
In crost confusion ^mid the sulphur-mirk. 
And Charlie's men pursued their dreadful work 
And struck at once with broadsword and with 

dirk, — 
And when the English cavalry broke through 
The Highland ranks, then out the daggers flew 
And stabbed each horse and rider, and the two 
Were instantly a bloody quaking stew, — 
And when the decimate dragoons were fled 
The Highland regiments disordered spread 
In hot pursuit; but just below the hill 
Ligonier and Price gave battle still, 
And here, 'twas here, in riotous melee 
That Evan's valor turned the doubtful day. 
For while he ran and struck, and was the beast 
That lust of blood makes palatine or priest. 
He saw brave Malcolm sore and hard bested 
By three at once; yet these he might have sped 
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To judgment; but the sharp stiletto-blade 
Of a fourth coward's dastardly pavade 
Transpierced his back. 

Then Evan with a yell 
As of a raging devil out of hell, 
Carved for himself "a red life-bubbling way*'' 
To Malcolm^s side and did his slayer slay, 
And ground his heel into the reptile's head, 
And by a throat-gash laid the second dead, 
Thrust deep his dagger in another's breast 
And twisted it, and did his life-blood wrest 
Out with it, and he shore the neck in twain , 
Of the fourth wretch, whose head did roll amain 
In hideous gleeful leaps down to the plain, — 
And Evan, panting and exultant, drunk 
With furious joy, sprang on the lifeless trunk. 
And yelled "Craig Strathy !" o'er and o'er again^ 
And thunderously summoned Malcolm's men 
To venge their lord and scatter the dragoons 
And rid the earth of such despised poltroons, — 
And so they charged and jroke the serried ranks 
And mercilessly slashed the horses' flanks. 
And groans and shrieks and devilish jeers were 

blent 
In roaring chorus, and the briny scent 
Of fresh-spilt blood up to their nostrils went 
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In steaming reek, and a red darkness stained 
The sky for Evan, — and the day was gained I 

And on his charger satiny and brown 

And foam-flecked^ Charles came riding recUesi 

down, 
His curls about his head a golden crown. 
Exuberant and laughing; and he sprung 
Prom oflf his horse, and brotherly he flung 
His arm around Evan where he stood in mud. 
In snow and plashy horror and in blood, 
And sought to praise him, — ^would have psBans 

sung, 
But stammered, having not the Gaelic tongue. 
And so he snatched St. Andrew's star that shone^ 
Bubies and emeralds on his baldric-zone. 
And laughing fastened it on Evan's own. 

Then Evan while the wild victorious horde 
Swept by, knelt on the cold and sodden sward 
Beside the body of his stricken lord. 
And strove to stanch his wound and. wet his lips 
With usquebaugh, and ere the night's eclipse 
Procured a litter, and four men conveyed 
Their lord to PaUdrk, and the warrior laid 
Upon a bed to die. 
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And though the night 
With hells was merry and with torches bright. 
Poor Evan could not lift a cheering voice. 
Nor at the splendid victory rejoice 
But wordless watched that visage white and drawn 
Until the coming of the careless dawn. 
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H cons* Cons jonriKP. 



^ ^'Ee is gone on the mountain. 
He is lost to the forest. 
Like a summer-dried fountain. 
When our need was the sorest, — 

The fount reappearing 

From the raindrops shall borrow. 
But to us comes no cheering. 

To Duncan no morrow T 

Sib W^lteb Soott. 

^Bui fare thee well, my only love. 

Oh, fare thee well awhile. 
And 1 will come again, my love. 

Though 'twere ten thousand mile I" 

BOBEBT BUBNS. 

Beneath the dazzling sun of winter-time. 
Whose beams transformed the filmy forest-iinMI 
To delicate gold fretwork, arrowlets 
And jeweled plumes, and fronded minarets 
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Of silver, 'neath the January moon, 

That glittered keenlier in her plenilune 

Than milder radiance of rosy June, 

And struck from fleecy snow as steel from flint 

Pull many an icy spark and crystal glint, 

And wove beneath the pleachy ebon trees 

Intricate arabesques and filagrees, — 

On, on, ^neath sim and moon, ^neath blast and 

breeze, 
On, day and night, a slow procession fared. 
The homeward escort of the dying laird. 



For when he woke from out his heavy trance, 

And read in Evan's face he had no chance 

For life, a strong homesickness in him bumed> 

And all his heart unutterably yearned 

To see his daughter and at home to die. 

And by the sweet wife of his youth to lie 

In death, — and scarcely had he need to speak. 

For Evan, though the salt lay on his cheek. 

Stopped him, and reassuring spoke, his grief 

Concealed, subdued, fought down: "I knew, dear 

chief, 
What your first word would be ; all is complete, — 
Your faithful henchmen scarce will sleep or eat 
Till 'neath your roof you rest in slumber sweet/* 
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Within an hour the little train set forth 
Upon their melancholy journey north, 
And Evan lacked not at the first good hope 
That Malcolm might sufl5cient season cope 
With death to reach his home; but day by day 
The gaping wound drained horribly away 
His force and left him bloodless, and by night 
The fever flayed him with its scorching blight, 
And finally he bid the bearers stay 
A space, and Evan saw how ashen-gray 
His lips were, how his eyes were gaunt and glassed^ 
And knew the parting hour had come at last. 
And sought to bring him to a house; but he. 
Aware how short his time was, said ^TLict be,— 
'Tis not your fault, lad, that I shall not see 
Again my Stella with these earthly eyes, — 
You have wrought well, but God hath otherwise 
Ordained the matter. Ah, my dainty maid! 
Fain, fain had I a little longer staid 
To see my blossom ! — ^Lad, among my kin 
There^s none whose keeping I would leave her in 
So willingly as yours. She is your ward 
Henceforth forever.^* 



"0 my chief, my lord, 
Qod make me worthy 1^* 
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"Would that she were wed 
And safely happy! for when I am dead. 
The country in a ferment, who can know 
What lonely terrors she may undergo T 
I would my darling were the cherished bride 
Of one like you, as tender, true, and tried, 
If any such there be, yourself beside/^ 



Then Evan answered, "Since I was a boy, 
The thought of her hath been my only joy, 
And now, a man, I know but one divine 
Sweet hope and wish, — ^to make your Stella mine 1" 



Malcolm, the death-dew on his forehead, mused 
Upon the proffer he had straight refused 
If in an earlier day it had been laid 
Before him; but grim Death's colossal spade 
Levels more things than simpl}^ graves new-made, 
And Malcolm felt how noble was the youth. 
How full of kingly bravery and truth. 
And pondered thus: "If haply Charles is blest 
Of fate, this gallant lad will with the rest 
Advance; but if Charles loses, why, ^twere best 
My girl had powerful protector through 
The hurtling ruin! — May God deal with you 
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As you with her!" he spoke, — ^*and Evan! yes,- 
May God nnite you, — ^may He ever bless 
You both, my children ?' 



Then great weariness 
Pell on him, and his face waxed dark and thin, 
And crimson froth came bubbling from within, 
Freaking his lips, and sudden dropped his chin. 
And his eyes stared; yet in a little while 
Once more ^^the pleasant lines of life did smile 
Around his death-sealed mouth/^ 



The little band 
Eared on again across the snowy land, 
But swifter now along the frozen road. 
And when they neared the mansion Evan strode 
Ahead and seeking Stella dipt in half 
Her merry greeting words and welcome-laugh, 
And told her she was orphaned; and she threw 
Herself into his arms, and though he knew 
Not love for him, but filial sorrow drew 
Her to him, yet 'twas more than heavenly sweet 
To feel her heart against him birdlike beat 
And mix with his her fragrant sobbing breath, 
Unrecking for the nonce of war and death. 
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The warrior's tody in a cedam cheat 

iTonbound and massiye^ to its final rest 

Was rererently borne and laid away 

To wait the last great resurrection day 

Among his fathers' dust and close beside 

The mouldered heap that once had been his bride. 

After the burial — ^Ah, God, what pain 
Is that home-coming ever! when we fain 
Would linger in the sunshine golden-clear, 
And dread the stricken dwelling's atmosphere 
Of hopeless loss! There is pretence of cheer,— 
The fire is sparkling and the board is spread, 
And through the long-closed casements light is 

shed, — 
But Oh ! we hearken for the master's tread, — 
There are his papers and the books he read. 
His faithful dog, that all uncomforted 
Beside the hearthstone dumb and listless lies, 
Bebuking with his sad reproachful eyes 
Attempted smiles, — ^and it is standing there, 
At his own table's head, his vacant chair, — 
And all whose being from his being sprung. 
Whose future weal on his existence hung, 
Gaze blankly at each other, on the tongue 
Some trifling word, but in the heart this ciy— 
"0 strong and wise and gentle! Why, Oh! idiy 

96 



A Long^ Lonjf Jotimey* 

_ • 

Was it not you — or you, or worthless I? 

Not — not the master P 

Stella weeping clung 
To Evan, who her father^s praises sung, 
A loving minstrel; but full soon the day 
Arrived when Hwas his mind to go away. 
And tenderiy he tried to say good bye. 

She gazed at him, and stormily and high 

Her color rose, and in her kindling eye 

The lightning flashed as she replied *^Good bye? 

I do not follow you, — I have forgot 

That such a word there is, — I know it not, 

Speak it no more — ^no moreP* 

^^And shall I part 
With no farewell at all?'' 

''Have you the heart 
To leave me, Evan? — weeping, all alone, 
Unfathered, desolate? — ^A carven stone 
Might pity mel" 

'1 pity you indeed,— 
But Stella, think ! my Prince, my country's need, — 
These are the calls my conscience makes me heed ! 
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You bid me loiter here the meanest, worst 
Poltroon and coward ever captain cursed, — 
And yet your father's daughter would be first 
To scorn me after !" 

^^I am Malcolm's heir. 
And so your mistress, Evan, and you dare 
Not disobey, — I cannot understand 
How you rate anything past my command!'* 

"Command, forsooth ! It lies the other way,— 
I am your guardian, and methinks I may 
Command yourself instead!'' 

"But Evan, hear,— 
There's yet another sense of mistress, dear,- 
Do you not wish to please me?'' 

Silken-soft, 
And witching was her smile, but Evan oft 
Had heard her simulate a tender tone 
Merely to work upon him and make known 
Her power, and to-day she could not break 
His resolution, nor one instant shake 
His will, and so he firmly answered, smiling 
Withal to see the little maid's beguiling, 
'Truly I do, but I have three to please. 
My Prince, my chief, my lady! One of theae^. 
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Alas! no longer needs me, — one alone 

Can call to me whose summons ere jonr own 

Mnst be obeyed!'* 

'TBut I will never fill 
A second place! — Go back, — ^yon love to kill, 
"So doubt, and thirst and hunger for the fhriU 
Of savage deeds!*' 

*T)ear Stella, say good bye,— 
I himger only for the time when I 
In happy freedom back to you may fly, — 
I will return the instant that I can, — 
Speak to me, Stella!*' 

But she turned and ran 
Not speaking, wilful, petulant, unkind. 
Yet through the night she wept herself half blind^ 
And in the cold gray February dawn. 
When Evan*s men were ready to be gone. 
She gazed from out her lattice, whelmed in f earfl^ 
And would have called, but could not for her tears ; 
And afterwards, for many a weary week 
She moaned at night, ^^I would not, would not 

speak, — 
And he is gone, my friend !— perhaps to die. 
My brother! and I did not say good bye!*' 
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April 16th^ 1746. 



"J. wee bird cam* to our ha* door. 

He warbled sweet and clearly. 
And aye the overcome o' his sang 

Was Wae*s me for Prince Charlie I 

Quoth I, My bird, my bonnie, bonnie bird^ 

Is that a song ye borrow? 
Are these some words ye've learnt by heart. 

Or a tale of dule and sorrow? 

Oh, no, no, no, the wee bird sang, 

Tve -flown sin* morning early. 
But sic a day o* wind and rain, — 

Oh, wae*s me for Prince Charlie 1**^ 

fOt 



Black Evan* 

The Prince conducted to complete success 
Such sieges and attacks near Inverness 
Throughout the winter and the early spring 
As startled nation^ ministry, and King, 
Who wist not how privations did deplete 
His meagre force, which clothing lacked and meaty 
And money, for a succoring French fleet 
Deep-laden with rich golden louis-dfor 
Was lost on Pentland^s ragged rocky shore. 
And so the troops were only paid in meal. 
And many worthy men contrived to steal 
Away toward home, not meaning to desert^ 
But seeing in brief absences no hurt 
Till time of need, when, valorous, alert, 
Eevivified, and strong, they would return 
To mingle in a second Bannockbum. 

The Prince remained inexorably firm 

Of purpose through his waiting winter-term. 

Full confident of ultimate success. 

Since in the past so much conspired to bless 

His efforts. As for Evan, Charles had made 

Him an esteemed and highly valued aide 

Since Falkirk. 

Northward Cumberland's young Duke,— 
Whose nickname "Butcher'* is a stem rebuke 
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iForever^ with whose deeds these pages clean 
Must now be sullied^ — ^north to Aberdeen, 
The Prince's cousin, royal William, came, 
And waited too for spring. 

Alas ! the game 
Is all but finished now; a move or two. 
On either side, then check ! the match is through! 

Sweet April entered wild as if she knew 
The red atrocities that should ensue 
Among her myri;les and her mosses green. 
And one dark mom the Duke left Aberdeen, 
Proceeding northward almost to the scene 
Of the last ditch. By sea attended him 
A naval force, well freighted to the brim 
With all his army needed. Eecent drought 
And ceaseless winds had such reduction wrought 
Upon the volume of the rapid Spey 
It strove in vain the southern men to stay. 
The hindering woodbines tangled round their feet, 
The briars reached detainingly and sweet. 
The daisies plead delay with faces wan, — 
All, all unheeding, Cumberland rode on. 

Upon Drummossie or Culloden Moor 
The clansmen bivouacked and did endure 
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Privations terrible ^mid wind and rain 
Whose biting force the friendly furze in vain 
Endeavored timorously to restrain, 
And hunger-pinched and spent and chilled were 

they 
When morning broke. 

And 0, the gloomy gray" 
Of dawn! and 0, the weary idle day! 

For William^s lusty full-fed thousands lay 
Biding their time at Nairn ten miles away. 
And honoring their leader's birthday, kept 
High festival. 

The lagging hours slow crept 
With lame and leaden footsteps. All unnerved,. 
The Highlanders drowsed on the heath which. 

served 
At once for couch and fuel, while the rude 
Winds whistled o'er them and their only food 
Was but a single biscuit to each man. 

The Lord George Murray then conceived the plan. 
Of a nocturnal stroke, and they began 
A silent march to Nairn at eight o'clock. 
Convinced the red-coats could not stand the shock: 
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Of firtfeh a« onset in Ifieif sleeping camp, 
Enervous, sodden, drunk 

But ! the tramp 
Through miiy feUts, morasses iftarshy-damp, 
Through thomy thickets, over fallen trees 
And angled rocks that sttiate the soldiers' knees. 
While cruel brakes their flowing locks did g^ize. 
Dead-lassitude hung round their feet a chain, 
Starvation, nipped them with her fiercest pain, 
And sweet betraying sleep did softly woo 
The poor exhausted fellows to slip through 
The bracken, in her arms to win anew 
Some joy of living I 

At the hour of two 
They had no further pushed than Yellow Knowei, 
A little farmhouse of Kilmarnock's Bose, 
Pour miles from Nairn. 'Twas useless to proceed. 
For dawn approached and distant drums indeed 
Were heard. 

The chief reluctant called a halt. 
Abandoning the scheme of the assault, 
And o'er the tortuous tormenting track 
They had just crossed the fainting troops dti^g^ 
back 
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Their frames unsinewed^ through that donUe 

league 
Of horrors, and excruciate with fatigue 
Dropped on the moor, while in Culloden's hall 
Charles, Evan, Lally, Stapleton, and all 
Commanding officers fell into sleep 
Upon the floors, too stupor-sunk to creep 
To bed. 

But soon — ^iniquitously soon 
The drums beat roundly and each pibroch's tune 
Called up the all but dead. Charles took his 

stand 
Upon a knoll, where at his very hand 
His servingman was shot, his charger killed. 
Falling beneath him, and his own blood spilled, 
For not unhurt he saw the day go by. 
But was himself sore wounded in the thigh. 

Besides the detriments above detailed. 
Two other circumstances much availed 
Against the clansmen: They on lower ground 
Were stationed, while the English cannon frowned 
Above; and a relentless storm of sleet 
Bight in the doomed heroic faces beat, — 
But all their disadvantage was forgot 
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At sight of them they hated^ and a hot 
Vehement battle-ardor raged along 
Their flaccid veins and made them once moxe 
strong. 

Alas! ^twas internecine strife that made 

The day go wrong 1 Lord Murray's brave brigade 

Of Athol men was posted on the right, 

Where the MacDonalds had been wont to fight 

Since Bruce conferred this honorable fief 

Upon their famous ancestor and chief. 

Lord Angus of the Isles, at Bannockbum, — 

They could not brook that Charles their claim 

should spurn, 
And sullen stood, fierce-eyed and moody-mute^^ 
Full feasting on foul discord's ashen fruit. 
And lingered motionless, irresolute. 
Through all. 

The galling English cannonaite 
Dark gaps among the valiant clansmen made. 
Who instantly each blank hiatus closed. 
And in return such answering fire opposed 
As fate permitted, till the central clan — 
Brave Macintoshes, heroes to a man — 
Shouting 'Tjoch Moy V' their war-cry, forward ran 
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Close followed by the bold intrepid right. 
And locked and grappled in a furions fight. 

And first and foremost did Black Evan ride. 
And seemed the Spirit of War personified. 
Dark-beautiful as some Norwegian god 
Flame-helmeted, fire-eyed, and lightning-shod, 
His yell, "Craig Strathy V* ringing down the line 
In rallying thunder, quickening like wine, — 
Where were his softer raptures subtly fine? 
Gone like a rifle-smoke — all, all forgot 
In joy of dealing murder stroke and shot! 

But all in vain this isolate attack, — 

There the MacDonalds halted and did hack 

In very rage the heather at their feet. 

And cursed to see their comrades' rout complete^ 

Yet would not stir, but stood as men bereft 

Of loyalty and honor on the left ; 

Their leader called "I will forget my birth 

Henceforth, and be no longer Duke of Perth, 

But plain MacDonald, — Charge, lads, charge with 

mer 
And Keppoch, stung such treachery to see. 
Cried out in tones no language can describe 
"My God! My God! the children of my tribe 
Forsake me now !'' 
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Alas! the slaughtered right 
And centre! Forced to turn in hopeless flight 
Before the second line, they found the first 
Ee-formed again, and here ensued the worst 
Wild havoc of this execrable day. 
For though the Macintoshes cut their way 
Back to the Prince, yet there they after lay 
Four deep in rigid death. 

Although he fell 
Down with his writhing horse, from out that 

hell 
Of screams, death-rattles, oaths, and stifling 

smoke. 
Scarce parrying bayonet-thrust and sabre-stroke> 
Yet pausing once a victor's laugh to choke 
Forever and a day, Black Evan won. 
And seeing a red-saddled charger run 
Biderless by, he seized its tossing mane 
And vaulted up, and spurred across the plain 
To the commander's knoll. 

Poor Charles ! his eyes 
Dilated tirith incredulous surprise, 
Then filled with anguish when he saw the right 
And centre in such dark, despairful plight, — 
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Then desperately through the sleet and smoke 
A rider dashed, and Evan eager spoke: 
'Tjord Lewie Gordon's line is yet nnbroke, — 
For God's sake let ns charge, and win or die V' 

One moment more the Prince's heart beat high,^ 

He would have led his men to what no doubt 

Were irretrievable and instant rout; 

But older eyes saw well how rash and vain 

The effort, and the Prince's bridle-rein 

Each seizing on a side, the faithful twain, 

O'Sullivan and Sheridan, put spurs 

Into their horses' flanks and through the furze 

At breakneck speed galloped away — away! 

And so was lost the Stuart's cause for aye. 

And oft in later years a cry rang through 
Our hero's slumbers, — "Evan, lad! Adieu!'* 

The Highlanders retired in good array, 
With colors flying, 'mid the bag-pipes' play. 
To Badenoch and Inverness. 

Then, then 
Began those foul barbarities the pen 
Woidd fain eschew, but may not. William's meOi 
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Inflamed by Falkirk and by Preston Pans, 
At last wreaked vengeance on the broken .dans^ 
Pursuing fugitives and hewing down 
E'en innocent spectators from the town, 
And when a seeming corpse lay limp and warm 
They plunged their daggers in the prostrate form, 
And when they found within a shepherd's hut 
Three score of dying sufferers, they shut 
And barred the door and set the place on fire 
And dined near by the shrieking wretches' pyre! 

The Duke of Cumberland a victor's bliss 

Ne'er tasted after nor before, for this — 

This sorry conquest of a starving foe 

Was all that Mars permitted him to know 

In all his life. The battle being done. 

He crossed the only field he ever won. 

And seeing youthful Prazer lying there, 

Cried, "Wolfe, shoot that young scoundrel who caiS 

dare 
Look on us with so insolent a stare !" 

The noble Wolfe, completely horrified 
At this inhuman mandate, thus replied: 
"Your royal highness may at will dispose 
Of my commission ; but my vanquished foes 
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When wounded, maimed, expiring, are to me 
Inviolable, and I will not be 
Their executioner 1'* 

And all refused — 
The oflScers — ^but soon a private, used 
To vilest acts of butchery, complied. 
And so the tender fledgeling hero died. 

Then Earl Kilmarnock, hatless and distraught. 
His good steed having been out-stripped and 

caught, 
Was ignominiously forward brought. 
But his dear son, Lord Boyd, who served the King^ 
Left his position, and not uttering 
A word, but with a heart which inly bled. 
Placed his own hat upon his father's head. 

Alas ! alas ! ^twere harrowing to tell 
How Wedderbum, Mackay, MacLauchlan, fell, — 
Lochiel was wounded only, — but MacBane, 
Macllvray, Lord Strathallan, and MacLean, 
And Keppoch rose no more. 

^Tia over now, — 
Securely sits the crown ou George^s brow,-— 
.0 Charlie ! Bonnie Charlie ! where art thou ? 
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XL 

^The midges dance aboon the hunif 

The dews begin to fa\ 
The paitricks down the rushy holm 

Set up their evening ca'. 
Beneath the golden gloamin* shy 

The mavis mends her lay. 
The redbreast pours his sweetest strains. 

To charm the lingering day. 

**The roses fauld their silken leaves. 

The foxglove shuts its bell. 
The honeysuckle and the birk 

Spread fragrance through the dell. 
Let others crowd the giddy court 

Of mirth and revelry. 
The simple joys that Nature yields 

Are dearer far to mef 

BOBSBT TANlTAHILIte 
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Our Evan northward hastened, and his way 

Through April's scented budding copses lay. 

By runnels sparkling clear, and strange to say 

His heart was lighter than for many a day, — 

The game which he had waited years to play 

Was done, and what he staked was lost; yet 

Was swallowed up in sweet intense relief 

That he had seen the futile struggle's end, 

And now was free as eagles are to wend 

Whithersoever might his fancy please, — 

And of that country new across the seas 

He constant thought, and meant to carve therein. 

An honored niche, and lofty station win 

And fortune ; and he sudden knew no more 

The awful "pathos of a life at war 

With life itself ;" and as he swift sped through 

The April wilds, he felt a power to do. 

To be, to dare, beyond whatever he knew 

In earlier days, and hopefuUer he grew. 

And his lithe body could not but derive 

Keen ecstasy from being but alive. 

And the fresh zephyrs winnowed all his care 

Away, and from his face its old despair 

Eeceded now, nor came it ever back, 

For in the new land none e'er called him 'TBlackP^ 

But when he reached his lady and explained 
The exigency, and how naught remained 
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For the adherents of the cause undone 
But instant flighty she could no wise be won 
To give consent, — averred that she would bide 
Where all her ancestors had lived and died;-^ 
Her kin and neighbors, she was satisfied. 
Would guard her safely, — she would never ga 
To distant wild America, — and so— 
"Farewell, Black Evan V 



Evan said, 'T! trow 
You would best wear the little coat and cap 
Made from the prizes of my otter-trap, — 
'Tis spring indeed, but something chilly yet^ 
Nor are you hardy as the violet.^ 
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"Insolent Evan! sure you do forget 
I am your master^s daughter ! I will not, 
White-lipped and faint, flee coward-like from IfStH 
My destiny may unto me allot P' 

Then Evan told, but gently, of the chase — 
With bloodhounds even — of the harried rac^ 
Of fire and slaughter, foul indignities. 
And all the flaming anarchy that is 
The first result of war. 

US 
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No word of his 
Availed; she Btill did beat upon the rock. 
And bruised herself with each successive shock; 
At last she said, though at the cruel mock 
She had the grace to blush : "I scarcely dare 
Along with you in wild wood-ramblings fare, — 
I doubt you are not over-brave or true, — 
The cause is lost. — my father dead, — ^but you 
Unhurt, unscathed P 

For answer, Evan drew 
His plaid aside, and so exposed to view 
Upon his arm a purple festered wound. 
And at the sight poor Stella almost swooned. 
And knew this latest taunt had been her last. 
And knelt in utter shame. 

Then Evan passed 
His fingers lightly o'er her amber hair, 
And left mayhap a tender blessing there. 
But spoke no word of love, nor would so much 
As by a firefly glance or roseleaf touch 
Startle her maiden calm. 

He meant to be 
Her brother only, till such time as he 
Could place her in some woman's mother-charge, 
And though he plainly recognized how large 
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And arduous a task he undertook^ 
He solemnly resolved no word or look 
Should take advantage of her lonely state, 
Nor did this high determined aim abate 
Through all. 



So side by side they took their way 
Through the sweet tripled spring of love, and May^ 
And happiness, and westerly they went 
Under warm skies all snow and azure blent, 
'Mid airs that from the rich Spice Islands swept,, 
Muskily odored; and at night they slept 
Now in a shepherd's hut, now in a cave. 
And Stella did in lustral waters lave 
His healing wound, and would most humbly crave. 
Forgiveness for all her past offence. 
And oftentimes he had such ardent sense 
Of all her sweetness that he scarce restrained 
The hindered love that so new fervor gained. 



Ah, happy Evan ! He who in the spring 
Can with his heart's desire go wandering 
Down forest aisles, methinks not anything 
More sweet can win of life! — ^Beside a. brook. 
To rest for hours in some green sylvan nook^ 
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And watch the curled and crinkled fems unfold 

Beneath the sunlight^s intercepted gold. 

To mark the streamlet's shadows, and the flash 

And cyclic glitter of a grayling's dash. 

To listen idly to the eager tones 

In which the rillet tells the mossy stones 

Strange tales of fields remote, while woodnotes 

clear 
Mix murmurous with accents low and dear 
In melodies more sweet than angels hear ! 

Thrice happy Evan! Stella's only thought 
Was but to please, and to the task she brought 
Keen subtle ingenuities. A grove 
Of laurel once they passed, and there she wove 
A chaplet for him, and again did twine 
Dark ivy and the ruby columbine 
And glowing bellwort, and did so combine 
His tartan's colors, and the posy gay 
Beat with her heartbeats all one happy day. 
And once she begged a lock of midnight hair 
And braided it with hers so golden-fair 
Into a ring, and gave it him to wear. 

Miraculously were the twain ignored 

By more than one red-handed seeking horde 
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And oft for honrs they neither moved nor spoke, 
And ate but uncooked meal, lest fire or smoke 
Discover them to hostile searching folk. 

One day when these anxieties had ceased. 
For as they neared the coast they were released 
From direst fears, they met a strolling priest. 
And asked his blessing, and were proud to share 
With him their bannocks; and the humble fare 
He ate and relished heartily; but ere 
He parted from them, with a lengthened stare 
That reddened equally the youthful pair, 
He said, "In sooth, I deemed at first that ye 
Were of one blood ; but that can hardly be, 
For dark you are, while fair as day is she, — 
Brother and sister ye are not, and so 
Are doubtless man and wife?'^ 

Said Evan, "No; 
Good father, strange necessities do grow 
Out of these times ; there is no harm, although 
You think it/' 

But the holy father said. 
Shaking amain his venerable head, 
"'Tis scandalous; indeed you should be wed, — 
Why shall I not unite you now and here ?" 
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But Stella quivered like a frightened deer 
And Evan answered, ^Tather, go your way, — 
When I shall wed is not for you to say!'* 

He left them, mumbling ; and throughout the day- 
Stella was somehow changed, — she would not 

speak. 
But gloomed in silence, while upon her cheek 
The rose now waxed, now whitened. 

Evan smiled. 
As at vagaries of a pettish child, 
And in his heart he blamed the meddling priest^ 
But when next day her freakishness increased 
He gently chid her, — stoutly did aver 
No soul on earth could deem the less of her 
For this forced lonely wandering, whereat 
The priest had grumbled. 

*'0, it is not that ! 
I heed him not, — I love this solitude, — 
But Evan, I was hurt to see you rude 
To the good soul !" 

**Eude, — ^when he made you blurii?' 
Had he been Pope, I had not cared a rusb^ 
But silenced him V* 
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Twas you who made me shamed,— 
I marked it! — ^how your face indignant flamed 
When but the kind well-meaning creatoie 

named*' — 
Then Evan marveled if this thing could be. 

But she, by no means wise enough to see 
How knightly in his self-command was he^ 
Uncomprehending, all her being stirred 
By need importunate of one poor word, 
Flashed out upon him: **Hard to flintiness 
I think your heart is, for you loved not Bess^ 
Nor me, nor any I Once you did confess 
You loved me, — ^but that love grew ever lesci^ 
And now exists no longer !'* 

Then the man, 
Sore tempted of himself and her, began 
To falter, and to question what the harm 
In hesitant brief kiss and girdling arm, — 
He might be murdered ere they found a ship 
And die untasting of her cheek and lip, — 
He wavered, weakened, almost did forget 
The steeled resolve he had before him set. 
And haply worst of all his bitter foes 
Was this to vanquish; but at last he rose 
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Self-conquering, and on her turned an eye 
Dark-resolute, so full of purpose Mgh, 
And yet of infinite insistent need, 
And of a passion past her power to read. 
She could but give a little broken ciy^ 
And turn away. 

And she was ever shy 
And still thereafter, and when he drew nigh 
Breathed like a bird that would but may not fly. 
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'For Lochdber no more, Lochdber no more. 
We'll maybe return to Lochaber no morel** 

Allan Bamsay. 



''The bird comes bach to summer. 

The blossom to the bee. 
But ril win back, — Oh, never I 

To my ain countrieT 

Allan Cunningham. 

''Humid seal of soft affections, 
Tenderest pledge of future bliss. 

Dearest tie of young connections. 
Love's first snowdrop virgin Jeisst 

"Speaking silence^ dumb confession. 
Passion's birth, and infant's play, 

Dove-like fondness, chaste concession. 
Glowing dawn of brighter day!" 

BOBEBT BUBNS. 
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Sweet pilgrimage! *Twas ended all too soon^ 
For in the balmy days of leafy June 
They found a friendly ship, and 'neath the moon 
Upon her deck the rescued youth and maid 
Stood silent while the sailors anchor weighed 
'Mid songs, and all the shaken sails displayed,— 
And all was black and argent, deepest black 
The ocean gulfed save where the brilliant track 
Of moonlight on the water lay, and white 
As snow the canvas shone against the night. 
And solemn stars were gleaming calm and bright. 

Pain would I linger, — I am loth to part 
With twain who have grown very near my heart; 
'Tis a sad severance, — almost I regret 
The having loved them, since I now must let 
Them go forever! 

Such a pang as this 
Gripped the two exiles when the black abyss 
Of sea did spread and deepen more and more 
Between them and the dear receding shore, 
And Evan, who had stanchly and upright 
Demeaned himself in many a deadly fight. 
Broke down at last at this heartrending sight. 
And sobbed against the bulwark. 

124 



If she wept. 
The little maid, within her heart she kept 
Her tears, and would not let her eyes grow dim, 
So full of helpfulness she was for him, 
But clasped his hand, and whispered, "Never 

fear, — 
We^ll make a Scotland for each other, dearT 

Then in a flash his bitter anguish passed. 
At this sweet comfort, and at last — ^at last — 
Unto her lips his famished lips chmg fast. 
And the sea laughed for joy of great desire 
That burst to blossom in that rose of fire. 
And the long twinkling shaft was in their eyes 
-But as a shining path to Paradise. 
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